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*THE BACHELOR's CHOICE. 
HOUGH a point moſt momentous—the choice 


of a wife, 
As the conjugal fetter may bind one for life, 


3 Yet 
"F F 

* The neceſſity of an apology in many caſes, may infer a conſciouſneſs 
of guilt; in ſome, however, prudence may diate it's propriety.— 
Though the moral convey'd in this poem is too obvious to the intelligent 
reader to need obtruſion, yet as the ignorance of the well-meaning, and 
the malignity of the invidious, may infinuate uncandid refleQions, the 
author thought it neceſſary to obviate them. The ſeeming incongruity 
between theſe juvenile productions, and the ſubſequent ſerious ones, is 
removed, when fuch readers are told, that the firſt, reproves thoſe 
poets, who, in announcing to the world their choice of a wife, have 
united ſuch an aſſemblage of graces, as literally burleſques the fair ſex : 
the ſecond, that decided preference which too many of the ſex give to 
the ſuperficial attractions of external accomplifhateats : the third, that 
propenſity to coquetry, which, if indulged, (to ſay the leaſt of it) is 
imprudent, and, in many caſes, criminal. "The laſt, ridicules the 
eredulity of too many, who ſuffer themſclves to be dup'd by the 
ſpecious pretenſions of impoſture. 
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= Yet to hear modern wits, when the fair they diſſect, 
Tell the world (withoutbluſhing) what wives they expect, 
Either'pride ſtimulates them, to ridicule all, 

Or ſuch ignorant wights never heard of the Fall; 
Since from nates, or dull common ſenſe, it is plain, 
Such dulcineas ean only exiſt in the brain: 

But perhaps to dear ſelf fo important they ſeem, 
Scarce a goddeſs or angel an equal they deem; - - 
Such a chain of perfections mult circle the fair, 
2 . That if grandmother Eve was alive, ſhe would ſtare 

4 4 Firſt—a group of eternals muſt blaze on the ſight, 
= Her mien muſt enchant, nay each ftep muſt delight ; 
Then her elegant ſhape, and her fine poliſh'd arm, 
Muſt arreſt the wild gaze, and ſtupidity charm; 
Each feature muſt ſymmetry's- beauty diſplay, 

And her breath muſt be ſweeter than zephyrs in May 3 
Her eye-brows with Titian's. fam'd pencil muſt vie, 
While ſuſpended is fate in the glance of her eye; 
; Her 
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Her cheeks with mix'd lillies and roſes muſt glow, 
And her neck (to be ſure) muſt be whiter'than ſnow 
Her boſom muſt heave, to lead captive at will, 
And her lips muſt ambroſia and nectar diſtill: 
Then her voice muſt be muſic, ſoft, warbling and clear, 
Such as ſyrens themſelves would enrapture to hear. 
Next, a new ſet of paradox graces muſt meet, 
In her mind ſo tranſcendent to form her complete; 
Such an exquiſite ſweetneſs her ſmiles muſt diffuſe, 
That timidity's ſelf would its diffidence loſe; 

Yet ſo tinctur'd with greatneſs, benignly ſevere, 
Even rudeneſs appall'd muſt approach her with fear; 
'Though grave yet vivacious, tho' diſtant, polite, 
And though gentle, yet ever tenacious of right; 
Though gen'rous, yet frugal, though ſplendid her dreſs, 
Yet true neatneſs her juſtneſs of taſte muſt confeſs; 
Then her wit muſt be poignant, yet levell'd at none, 
And a vein of good ſenſe thro her conyerſe muſt run; 
biz? Her 
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Her paſſions tho warm, muſt be temper'd ſerene, 
And immaculate virtue muſt wind up the ſcene. 

But ſuch arrogant wiſhes, I humbly diſclaim, 
Since an object leſs ſtriking, my breaſt can inflame z 
Not too handſome, too ugly, too careleſs, nor nice, 
Muſt the female appear, who would anſwer my choice 
As for © thought meeting thought,” mutual wiſhes to 
Congenial deſires, and reciprocal eaſe, (pleaſe, 
Theſe may charm the fond pair, who averſe to dear ſtrife, 
Would in calm formal dulneſs, go jogging through life; 
But for me, I inſiſt on't, tis argument warm, 
That the eſſence of all converſation muſt form; 
So I hope (juſt to offer one ſimile plain) 
That my wife, like a windlaſs well- ſtructur'd and clean, 
May wind up my paſſions, — nor care I how faſt, 


Bo as quickly the ſtops—when I ſing out, avaſt ! 
— Beſides, mutual good may reſult from the ſame, 


While her mote I extract, ſhe may point out my beam; 


And 


nr 
And as waſps with each other may quarrel, nor ſever, 
So a lively fracas may bind cloſer than ever. 
Or if, changing the wiſh—for I fickle may prove, 
Should I chance to be ſeiz'd with a thing they call love, 


To each foible, oh ! grant I may ever be blind, 
Since I ſeek not in woman perfection to ſind; 
Then virtuous, or /e, /o—her faults I paſs o'er, 
And content tis enough] ſolicit no more. 


ECCENTRICUS. 


THE 


A 
2 
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THE FEMALE CHOICE, 
(AN ANSWER) 
A. .3:U.J-L-£-8::0 UE. 


HILE our ſex (who, Quixotic enough in” 


1 


their way) 
With romantic perfections their lovers portray, 


And the viſion ideal with rapture ſurvey; J 
Copvinc'd of one dogma which drop'd from thy pen, 
(i. e. 'That we women are frail as you men) 

I relinquiſh my views, and to fate half reſign'd, 

Can more willingly point out the man to my mind : 
Not Eccentricus truly, (and pray let him know it) 
For of yore 'tis an axiom, * as poor as a poet ;” 


A reaſon ſo cogent tis yain to conceal, 


For ah me ! the full force of the maxim I feel ; 


Yet ſhould time change its note, and reverſe but the fact, 
Jas rapidly then the aſſertion retract, 


Ppt 
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But ſnould Hunks make a tender, I think I could ſtoop, 
How refiſtleſs the charms of watch, powder, and hoop! 


To be doated on, honey'd, and coax'd to his knee, 
Would the vanity ſooth of a woman like me. 

Let the novice declaim on young fellows of ſpirit, 
Deep ſenſe, manly grace, and much perſonal merit, 
Theſe, like fabled Narciſſus, (who, Ovid can tell, 
To his own charming image a ſacrifice fell) 

Are ſo fondly enamour'd of ſelf and of-parts, 


That poor woman can ſcarce have one thought in their 
Ere I venture on ſuch, in Lunardi's balloon hearts; 


I had rather, by half, reconnoitre the moon! 


But if youth ſhould attract me, (and who can reſtrain + 


The ſoft workings of nature which thrill in each vein) 

May his head with the grace of a Frenchman's be hung, 

As jf juſt from a milliner's band-box he ſprung; | 

Yet obſequious as pug may the animal prove, 

For the doctrine of ſweet non-reſiſtance I love ;_ 
. Should 
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Should unmeaning ſtupidity glare in each feature, 
I impute it to gravity, rooted in nature; 
If a dull vacant ſmile his ſmooth muſcles diſtends, 
Tis that riſible eaſe which good temper befriends ; 
Should a feminine bluſh ſhew the ſheep in his face, 
Tis (I urge) an infallible fymptom of grace; 
As for temper proceeding from freedom of choice, 
I deſpiſe it, ſo ſoon it may change to a vice; 
Tis the weak, pliant fool, I delight to control, 
Whoſe debility lies in his texture of ſoul. 

But if love to ſome hero fo far ſhould prevail, 
As at laſt to incloſe me in wedlock's bleft pale, 
May he wiſely exert every effort with ſkill, | 
To reduce me to tameneſs, and bend to his will; 
Tho' his lectures be keen, yet repeated with power, 
Like a ſpaniel oft beat, I may love him the more; 
For at bottom I own, though reluctantly ſay, 
That the pride of a woman ſhould be to obey 5 


But- 
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For tis woman's bleft forte to be all in extreme 
In extremes I am happy the medium I hate 
Give me either—the reſt I ſurrender to fate. 
NT 
* THE BACHELOR's CONSOLATION, 
ys BURLESQUE, 


OCCASIONED BY THE LATE TAX. | 


| iP Kay 


As a national peſt, the hand nds. 

Yet our ſage legiſlators, by vice half relax'd, 

Have paſs'd by them, e os be tant 2 
Or 

A Ce ES Gd 


tax,” would have been more extendive in it's object, and ſevere in it's 
effects, than what it proves to be. The reader is deſired to keep this 


in his eye, or the ſpirit of the poe: will evaporate. 
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So the glory of all, as indeed it is fit, 


Was reſerv d for the virtuous young premier, W- Il P—; 


(With whom Nectar himſelf, when compar'd, is a fool) 
Having ſeen what eclat our balloons had receiy'd, 
And how Bath, Lunardi, and Sadler behav'd, 
With political gar he himſelf would inflate, 


And transfer airy ſchemes from balloons to the ſtate z 


4 
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He the S—e eſſayd, but in vain, to reform 


That an Hercules only the dirt can remove; 
If three ſcavengers try'd, to wit, F-x, N—h, and B—e, 
W ould be foil'd to accompliſh ſo glorious a work, 


7 he 2. 


Or elſe viewing the ſcheme, as ideal and vin, 
Have rejected ſuch motions, as whims of the brains 
But the time was not come, when with ſapience untry'd, 
An immaculate boy at the helm ſhould preſide 3, 


This complete financier, by fond fate ſorm'd to rule, 


= 


Straight a ſyſtem he planrr'd, and with arguments warm, 


So in filth does our Augean ſtable improve, 3 


» 


EW 
| Then liow vain the attempt, and to cleanſe how unfit 
Are the freſh-water ſtreams of ſo ſhallow a P— : 


Yet untaught by repulſes, and fir d with ambition, 
Having ouſted that phalanx, tlie fam'd coalition, 
He determines on projects unthought of before; 
And with reaſons chimerical, gloſſes them o'er. 
But leaving thoſe wights, who their craniums fill 
Wich commercial arrangements, or Eaſt-India bill, 
We proceed to that wonder of all that's been yet, 
Viz. The paying off yearly our national debt ; 
Here he modeſtly tells us; (nor deem it a crime 
'Fhat by ſurplus, he hopes to reduce it in time; 
But how mult this ſurplus together be ſcrap'd ? 
Why, taxes on taxes, again muſt be heap'd jj 
So the Bachelors now the grand trio muſt lead, 
As 'tis fit they of Vagrants, and Dogs, ſhould be head ; 
Nor regret that we firſt are the ſubjects of laughter, 
Our laughing colleagues, ſhall rejoin us ſoon after; 
2 7 But 
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But rejoice that the æra is come, when ur mitt 
Shall contribute to ſave us from bankruptcy quite; 
Though too long we the blanks of creation have ſeem'd, 
We a nuiſance no more, by old maids, ſhall be deem d. 

Now, Hymen, rejoice ! for prophetic I ſee, 
Jovial crouds of fond vot'ries attendant on thee 3 
Wave thy torch, ſhed thy incenſe, embelliſh thy ſhrine, 
And receive the dear couples with rapture divine; 
Bleſs each conjugal pair, give them three at a birth, 
Bid them multiply faſt, and repleniſh the earth; 
While the parſon laughs inly, with ſolemn grimace, 
And the proctor ſcarce hides the full burſt in his face. 

Nor Bachelors think we ſcape taxing for life, 
By ſubmitting to wear the ſoft chain with a wife, 
Such a buoy to ſupport us, would prove but a bubble, 
For noos'd in the net, we ſhall only pay double. 

But oh |! what a ſtroke for our modern impures, 


Girls, whoſe virtue ſits eaſy—by vulgar, call'd w—s 
Theſe 
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Theſe muſt ſtarve by their trade—for a Bachelor wed, 
Will no doubt think one woman enough for his bed: 
Tis in vain, they adduce, that an object ſo ſmall 
As the tax, can't induce them to marry at all; 
Or, © variety's charming,” ſo cleaves to the mind, 
That a Bachelor cannot to one be confin'd : 
Tis nor tax, nor variety, ſways them—tis ſhame, 
And the odium affixed to a Bachelor's name; 
For what plague can an yearly expoſure exceed, 
In the mode of colleQing, by ſenates decreed, 
To be laugh'd at by wantons, took off by dull cits, 
Lampoon'd by the critics, and punn'd by the wits ? 
Theſe with men not grown ſhameleſs will ſurely prevail, 
And in favor of wedlock, determine the ſcale. 

Nor let women dare think, by conceſſions like theſe, 
They've an abſolute right to act juſt as they pleaſe ; 
For though granted ſubſervient (the tax) to your will, 
Vet obſerve, tis no ſanction for uſing us il. 

Now 


186 

Now as laws; when. firſt made, are imperfect and 
And inadequate too, to the end that's purſu'd, [crude, 
So the preſent, tis obvious, muſt claſs with the worſt, 
As it can't aſcertain every caſe at the firſt ; 
So contingent the caſes, ſo fitted to teaze, 
So complex'd-in their nature, and vary'd their pleas, 
That each ſeſſions aloud for exemptions will call, 


And what ſenate on earth can accommodate all? 


Then ſuſpend your loud pæans, nor triumph too faſt, 
Leſt the conſequence be—a repeal at the laſt ; 

Or if not—yet, as uſual, the bill they'll inſpect, 
Arid reviſe, and explain, and amend, and correct; 
While: freſh clauſes inſerted, for rights will provide, 
Againſt lawleſs coquettes, who in jilting take pride: 

- © Suppoſe, for example, (in favor of us) 


| In-the modell'd preamble, a clauſe ſhould run thus, 


Be it hereby enacted, miſtakes to prevent, 
* And it now is paſs'd—nemine contradicente, 
4 « That 


K 
c“ That if any poor Bachelor, thinking to marry, 
« Should through his dulcinea's manceuvres miſcarry, 
& If 'tis clear, that from motives of honor and love 
« He addreſs'd her, the warmth of his paſſion to prove; 
That with pleaſure apparent ſhe heard the fond tale, 
And her actions evinc'd, he bid fair to prevail; 
« That he all the full proofs of eſteem did receive, 


That a man could expect, or a woman dare give; 


That when preſs'd to partake of the conjugal joy, 

She would boldly whate'er ſhe had promis'd deny 

« Call him credulous dupe, and then laughing depart, 

Leave him leiſure to ſigh out the pangs of his heart 

« That in ſhort, ſhe from int'reſt, caprice, or falſe 
friends, | | 

&« Had abandon'd her lover, to ſerve her baſe ends: 


Such a wight from the tax is for ever ſet free, 


« And the jilt ſhall hereafter his ſubſtitute be ; 


B And 
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« And moreo'er, if again with the ſame we are troubled, 


& For each violation, the tax ſhall be doubled.” 

Nor deem this, ye fair, a device of the poet, 
The ſuggeſtion's atruth, and next ſeſſions may ſhew it; 
Tis your conduct alone, ſuch a clauſe can prevent, — 
By theſe hints, to inſtruct you, is all that is meant; 
Let candor, and virtue, ſtamp every deſign, 
While directed by conſcience, your merits ſhall ſhine ; 
Of ſucceſs but avail yourſelves, only to bleſs, 
And deteſt giving pain—for *tis low to exceſs; 
Be ingenuous, the paths of ſtrict honor purſue, 
And to crown all the reſt, —be inflexibly true : 
Should you flight this advice—then with caution deride, 


Leſt friend P ſhould untax us, to humble your pride, 


( 
ON LUNARD Ts, AND Dr. GRAHAM's 
BALLOON AND EARTH-BATHING EXHIBITIONS. 


AN IRONICAL EULOG Y. 


LEST with phænomena of every kind, 

Hail, Ceitria ! patroneſs of each great mind; 
While ſome to prodigies, and fame are loſt, . 
Thou (favor'd) can'ſt at once two wonders boaſt; 
Both in their different ſpheres to fame aſpire, 
This dives N that mounts * car of fire; 
Lunardi ſoars with glory's ardent flame, 
While humbler Graham, ſinks to deathleſs fame ; 
Say critics, you, whoſe fiat can decide 
The claim of rivals, and the puff of pride; 
Say while their merits faintly IJ purſue, 
To which the meed of glory's juſtly due? 

With 
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With conſcious worth elate, midſt gazing crowds, 

Elanc'd from earth, Lunardi vaults the clouds; 

With half-unbodied ſpirit, pants to riſe, 

Affects the gods, and claims his native ſkies ; 

Through pathleſs tracts of zther, wings his fight, 

Tow'ring ſublime, while earth recedes from fight ; 

Nature ſurveys in all its nameleſs forms, 

| Rides like a god, on whirlwinds, clouds, and ſtorms ; 

| Coaſts with delight, the vaſt ethereal plain, 

Nor, but with deep regret, reviſits earth again. 
Deſcended—to a pitch of tranſport wrought, 

What plaudits wait th' intrepid acronaut z 

To all he more than human now appears, 

Transform'd, each feature, grace ſeraphic wears; 

Form'd to exalt, embelliſh, and refine, 

He moves, he breathes, he ſpeaks, he looks divine; 

With partial eye, the females view his charms, 

: Pleas'd they admire, and ev'ry boſom warms ; 

« Oh! 
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« Oh! the ſweet fellow ! cry the enraptur'd fair, 
« How could we claſp but prudence bids forbear; 
« Cuſtom, that tyrant, modeſty aſumes, _ ,, _/, | 
« And blaſts the bud, which kinder nature blooms. ;- 
Thus arbitrary faſhion, reaſon rules, 5 
All would be acronauts, were all but os, „ 7 1 

Equal in genius, mighty Graham ſhines, 
Nor bounded his benevolent deſigns ; 
His all-i/[uminated mind firſt found | 1 
That univerſal recipe the ground, ft vodT 
Congenial mother earth, whoſe proceſs ſure, | 
Refines, and gives tranſparent bodies pure; 
View him deſcend—o young and virtuous fair, 
The falutary bleſſing joys to ſhare ; 
How lovely naked innocence appetrs, 


When purifj'd from ſhane, and loſt it's fears; 


Methinks again reviv'd, thoſe ſcenes we view, 


Which Adam with his Eve, in Eden knew; 


(En 
The living grave's deep lectures to the heart, 


Phyſic, and mental food, at once impart 
Haſte, to retrieve the ruins of our fall, 
Till naked, ſimple nature, claims us all ! 

Nor Snarler ſay— tho? each contend for fame, 
« Yet money, ſovreign money's all their aim; 
% While novelty attracts, and folly ſtares, | 
“ Tis ours to pay—to draw the caſh is theirs ; 
For Snarler know, thy views are one, nor fret, 
Thou ſnarls't to ſave,—they fink, or fear to get. 
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AN IRREGULAR PIECE. 


HALL I, who erſt on hackney'd themes to ſing, ' 
Exhauſted the fond muſe, now daring ſoar, 

And borne on more than Pegaſcan wing, 

The wilds of Eccentricity explore? 
Ah! me, unequal to the taſk I feel, 
What living wight thy eſſence can reveal? 
Unſung by loftieſt poet's ſtrains, 1 
Thy theme, a ſubject yet untouch'd remains / 

If to my wond'ring ken thy form is brought, 
Soon it eludes the niceſt graſp 22 
So mercury, obvious to our eyes, 
Courts the touch, yet from it flies; 
Let but the hand to fix it once be found, | 

Quick fly the ſubtle particles, and diſſipate around. 

; As 
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As ſpirits volatile, when uncompreſs'd, 
Evaporate away, 
So, vain, would I thy wand'ring courſe arreſt, 
Thy features to portray: 
Proteus, thy emblem, could thy form i 

Thy multifarious forms he only wore, 
Transform'd, thou can'it a thouſand aſpects wear, - ' 

And yet reſerve unſeen, ten thouſand more! | 
But ſay, what art thou? What thy myſtic name? 

Or haſt thou name, or art thou eſſence pure? 
Or form ſubſtantial doſt thou juſtly claim, 

Or abſtract being ever to endure ? 

Or art thou but an image of the mind, 
From midnight viſions ſprung a phantom blind? 
Or nature's ſelf, in all het varied modes, 

Wide ranging through creation's vaſt extent; 
Or cauſe unknown, elanc'd from dark abodes, 
Effects producing ſtrange, and wonderous each event ? 

Or 


K © 
Or univerſal principle diffus'd, 
Through being's ample kinds, and endleſs ſcale, 
Sportive, and fond, with oppoſites amus'd, 
Whoſe potent mandates over all prevail ? 

Or doſt thou range with genus any, 
Though uncompound, including ſpecies many * 
Diverſify'd, uncouth, inviting, 
For ever thwarting, yet uniting : 
Or gender, ſex, or matter, ſpirit, 
Predicament, or claſs, doſt thou inherit? 
Logicians cannot thee define, AA 
Such powers peculiar in thyſelf combine, 
Or rather, art thou moral eviii. 
Sprung from that root of fin, the D—-l! ? 
Myſterious ſource of ill, whoſe latent ſtain, 1 
Deep-working, ſpreads through every part the bane, 
It's dread effects all others far ſurpaſs,. _ 
And {till pervade the univerfal maſs; yy 

R Dire 
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Dire conſequence of Adam's fatal fall, 


Pernicious taint, contaminating all ; 
Reaſon, and paſſion, hence at variance ſee, 
And hence in Man, what Eccentricity |! 
Yet fondly vain, my utmoſt efforts riſe, 
I cannot trace thee out, but only ſee 
Conjecture ſoar, where demonſtration ſinks. 
The clue that winds thy labyrinthian track, 
Wrapt in Cimmerian darkneſs, foils the fight : 
Thou unknown, ſubtle ſomething, mighty power, 
Whoſe matchleſs, wonder-working heart unites, 
Confounds, and blends, the moſt abſurd extremes. 
In thee repugnant qualities exiſt, 
Yet unity thou hateſt ; unconſin d 
Thou roveſt, ſuch thy arbitrary will, 
Thou'rt not control'd by gravitation's laws, 


Nor drawn by ſtrong attraction's potent charms ; 
in vain the adamantine chain of fate, an 
With, 
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With, or magnetic, or coercive force, 


Binds, or allures thee, to obedience true. 
Thou know'ſt no centre; the illuſive maze 
Of pathways intricate, is thy delight. 
Thy mandates, order and decorum ſcorn 
Dull uniformity, and rule, thou deem'ſt 
Tyrannic ſhacklers of the free-born ſoul. 
Syſtems to thee are trammels; ſuch thou view ſt, 0 
Poſitions plain, arrangements nicely pois'd, 
The painful efforts of ſcholaſtic pride. 
Plodding mechanics, mathematic truths, - 
To thee but trite and formal would appear. 
Specious hypotheſes, ingenious turns, 
Fallacious reaſoning, and conjecture bare, 
With argument ſophiſtic, thou prefer'ſt 
To evidence, and demoinſtratioii clear. 


From harmony, with all her melting powers, 


Averſe thou turneſt ; tumult all to thee. 


BY ID 

The fairy fields of 6Qtion bold, are thine ; 

The wild vagaries of inceſſant thought; 

The fleeting forms of fancy's airy train; 

Fantaſtic images, the ſport of dreams: 

Thine are imagination's fertile plains z 

Her landſcapes gay, and mimic ſcenery, 

Thy pencil paints with colours moſt groteſque. 

Faſhion thou claimeſt; the viciſſitudes 

Of taſte, and dreſs, their ſanction have from thee 
The giddy ſtarts of diſſipated youth, 

With woman's darling, “ ſweet variety.“ 

The whims of novelty, caprice, and pride, 

Are but thy dictates. Muſic once whoſe charms, 

By nature tutor'd, © ſooth'd the ſavage breaſt ;” _ 
The raviſh'd ear drank jn the entrancing ſound, 
Paſſion reſponſive echo'd every note, 

And each vibrating heart-ſtring ſwell'd the chord, 

Or rav'd, or melted, calm'd, or dy'd away, 

4 As melody herſelf inſpir'd the lay. But 
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But now ſubſervient to thy ſovereign will, 
The craſh of jargon frights th* aſtounded ear; 
The heart recoils at each diſcordant tone, 
Unnatural combinations, form'd to taint, 

And vitiate true taſte ; while grating, harſh | 
Senſations, fill the ſhuddering breaſt, like thoſe 
Antipathy herſelf, produces ſtrange. 

Love, with it's ſallies, ſighings: throbbings, pains, 

And pleaſures, but thy efferveſcence is. 

Thine are the frenzies of delirium too; 

The ebullitions of foul ſpleen are thine ; 
Madneſs itſelf raves out thy oracles. 

Unſeen thou floateſt in the murky miſt 

Of fond hyſteric vapours. Pedantry, 

Though ſeeming formal, yet thy votary ſhines ; 
For ſingularitys affected mien, 

Is ever deem'd thy darling attribute. 

Hence the wild muſe, diſdaining to be led 


emen 
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The beaten track, outſoars with conſcious pride 


The daring Pindar, and on wing ſublime, | 

In loftier ſtrains and bolder numbers ſung, 

Erſt from exalted heighths, far nobler themes. 

Our modern bards, exiſtence owe to thee z 

The flimſy ſtrain, the puerile turgid verſe, 

With pomp of ſound, and imagery ſwoln 

Bombaſtic; fill the mighty void of ſenſe. 
Diſcord, and anarchy, from thee are ſprung z 

Contingency, and chance, are modes of thee, 
With ancient chaos, ere this beauteous frame 

Exiſted, or the architect divine, 

Had given to planetary ſyſtems laws, 

Thou dwell'ſt; and ſportive took delight to view 

The claſh fortuitous of atoms wild: 

Old night, and jarring elements, to thee 
Were harmony divine. And now thou roll'ſt 
Majeſtic, in Eccentric, wand'ring orbs, 


Whole motions intervoly'd, diſplay thy reign. The 
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The comet's unknown, devious track, is thine, 


Thou guid'ſt his copious ſweep, the vaſt expanſe 
Of pathleſs ether, holds his ample train. 
Nor can we cer forget thoſe recent proofs 
Of power to govern ſcience, and preſide 
O'er literary genius, freely given. 
Thou firſt inſpir'dſt the intrepid aeronaut 
'To mount the aerial car, explore the clouds, 
And tower ſublime in triumph through the ſkies, 
The ſport of winds, of levity, and thee : 
Glorious exertion of thy matchleſs ſkill, 
Inventive power, great ſtimulus to fame, 
Enjoy thy trophies, Eccentricity ! 
But more conſpicuous is thy influence ſeen, 
In genius verſatile, taught by thy lore, 
Erratic av*!:ors ſcorn the barren track 


Of nature, truth, ſimplicity, good ſenſe, 


And panting after immortality, 
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Strike into pathleſs regions; and attach'd 
To fingularity's fantaſtic ſchemes, 
Traverſe th' inexplicable maze, and find, 
Or think they find, the clue which leads them on 
To truth's fair temple—till the meteor burſts 


Which lur'd them on, bewilder'd down they ſink, 


Ingulph'd in ſceptic pride, or infidelity. 
P 
(Unbleſt with half a Berkley's ſubtilty) 


y, thy favorite, ſhining in thy plumes, 


With forchead bronz'd in copper, draws his pen, 
| Writes, contradicts himſelf, yet writes again; 
Suffice that though in argument a child, 

The rapid writer pours his legions forth, 

And ſurely volumes compenſate for all. 

*Tis true, gigantic in philoſophy, 


And plauſible, in metaphyſic lore, 
And amiable in traits of ſocial life, 
The doughty champion claims ingenuous praiſe. 


But 
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But when by-Eccentricity impell'd,/ _ 

And pomp of theory; with dilated hand 

To ſpan the amptitude of truths divine, 
(Truths, which attempting but to ſpan, degrade 
The brighteſt genius, to a fool conſummate) 
To prove that *he in whom the plenitude 


Of „ wiſdom; grace, 'and knowledge ever-dwells, 


« Was peccable, in point of purity,”'; | 


* 
1 


In ſcience “ FALLIBLE,” — that he, who armd 


With God's own power, effected miracles, 
And led by ꝙ truth's unerring ſpirit, ſpake 


The truth; could REASON INCONCLUSIVELY T:! 


We ſmile to ſee the wither'd arm exert 
It's puny force to bend the blaſted bow,— 


Innoxious glide, on truth's immortal ereſt 
C 

E Coloſſians ii. 2, 3. 4 

8 1 Corinthians, vii. 49. 


— 
* 


To ſee the weak ſtring ſnap, the ſhivering ſnaft, 


Or 
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Or rather, ſtruck with blank furprize—lament 
The ſad perverſion of a ſplendid mind 
The bold temerity. of reaſoning man 
The fond inflationg of a dying worm. 

So G——n, heaven-authenticated facts 
To controvert, exerts thy utmoſt power : 
« Confuſion worfe confounded,” prints hie a | 
Unconſcious of the open, manly mode, 
Which marks the ſirm polemic's bold career; 
Repreſs'd by coward fear, yet urg'd by hate 
Charm'd with the ambiguity of words, 
The great logomachiſt, with ſmooth nest, 
Applies his ſpell, to dazzle with it's glare 
The eye of common fenfe—through the -rich page 
Of ample hiſtory, to wide diffuſe | 
The bane of dark ſuſpieion's fouleſt taint-: 
Fo ſooth with Belial complaiſance the ſoul, 


And then betray—the.unſuſpeQing heart 


Impregnate 
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Enpregnate with tlie: ſeeds of unbelief; 

3 
Till the luxuriant harveſt; crowns his toil :- 


Then ſmiling draw aſide the poliſſid veil, 
And ſtand confeſs'd; a very infidel. . 
Yet ultimately. vain (like Hume) his aims, 
And plauſible pretexts, for imrieate- 
His arguments; his ſtyle diffuſe, perplex'd, 
Yet elegant —he blazes, and expires. 
That laughing inſidel, the fam'd Voltaire, 
Thy very impreſs, volatile as air, 
His flaſhes of diſtorted wit are thine, rent 
Transfus d, we ſee thee da#8ling in each line. 
But Sterne; thy ſentimental ſon, imbib'd 
The largeſt portion of thy eſſence pure, 
Equivocal, abrupt, ambiguous, odd, 
Inſinuating, as etheriat der; 
To him the ſofter paſſions thou config ſt, 
And well he knew the melting ſprings to touch; 
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The ſigh, the laugh, the tear, at his command 
Could boaſt the quick ſucceſſion of 0 breath, 
Burſt forth involuntary, or repreſt, 
As pleas'd the maſter mover : but the bane, 
Which his delicious vehicle conveys, 
Steals with inſidious ſweetneſs to the heart, 
Emaſculates the nobler energies, 
Inſtils a morbid ſenſibility, 
That fell diſeaſe, and death of paſſion pure. 


. 


Feeling polluted in it's ſacred ſource, 
Shrinks with affected horror, from the hand 
Of genial nature; and (ſeduc'd) prefers 
The fugitive embrace of vicious taſte.— 
Loſt to the generous glow which warms the heart 
Of native ſenſibility; the tainted paſſions, | 
Pour in the poiſon'd ſoul emotions ſtrange ; 
Suffuſe the eye with artificial tears ; 
Throw on the cheek the meretricious bluſh; 
Prompt 
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Prompt to unhallow'd phraſe, the prurient tongue; 
Impel.the wiſh libidinous, the figh 
Voluptuous, wake in each licentious breaſt, 
Till in the boſom of illicit joys, 
Virtue expires, —ſweet innocence, and peace, 
With unrelenting ſwiftnels, wing their flight. 
A long, black train, of complicated ills, | 
Vain Ciffipations giddy levity; na 
Seduction, hatred, foul diſhonour, ſtrife, 
Adultry, duelling, and ſuicide, 
Form the dread Semen in th enormous group; 
While bai eee zh a eee 
Gives to each ſqualid feature prompt relief; 
Guilt throws profuſely on lis hideous ſhades, 
And infamy, with e pen, 
Conſigns the victims to — 

Nor need we for examples loudly call, 
Eccentric traits, too cloſely cleave to all: 


Young 
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Young Criticus, by nature form'd fedite, 
Grave, yet not dull, and fix'd his choice as fate; 
With learning fit d, he: turns the claſſics /oder, 
Pleas'd in the venerable. tomes to pore; 
Full in the chace-of literary fame, 
He ſcorns the peets ſuper ſicial theme; 
Lampoons the, meanneſs. of 2 jingling line, 
Nor once in poet's corner pants to- ſhine: 
But let the Eccentric: paroxiſm feive,.. 1 
Down fall dull Claſſics 3 verſe can only pleaſe;; 
Weds the fond muſe, and from Parnafſus' height, 
Spouts out ſpontaneous odes, in true poetic ſtate.; 
Anticipates. the plaudits from his ſtrain, 


Till tir'd;he jumps anto the vale again; 

Owns that he-drivel\d; hopes beyond diſpute, 
The charge of whims Ticcentric to refute ; | 
Thanks Heaven he's fix d; and ſo he is, till time 
Putz all his zcolition-into ine. 


( 
So Atticus in varied conduct ſhews 

All the viciſſitudes which fortune knows ; 
When the warm bloed flows'throughhis circling veins; 
No bound the ardour of his ſoul reſtrains z | 
Fancy portrays the Trojan ſcenes ane, 
And arms, and heroes, open on his view; 
Inſpir'd by glory's meed, in Homer's page, 
He pours forth all the fierce Achilles rage; 
His eye like lightning flaſhes o'er the fields, 
He hears the claſhing ſwords, and ſounding ſhields; 
In grand idea like an Ajax ſtrides, 
Calls for hismborly ſhields of ſeven bull hides ; 
His helmet bind feels death beneath him trod, 
Smiles at the-awful-phumac's- terrific nod; 
Burſts from the exutre, dra ws his vengeful blade, 
And feels himielf no leſs than Diomede: 
But ſoon his-ſpirits flag, his drooping frame 
Inglorious quits the bloodleſs field of fame; 


His 
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His eyes, whoſe recent ſlaſli ilum'd the dar, 
Now ſcarce emit a leaden, languid ray 
Dull, mop'd, and ſpiritleſs, he finks as ſla nn, 
Till rous'd by ſome Eccentric fit again 
Nor comes tlie true Seriblerus far behind. 

What fluctuations ever warp his mind; 
Fir'd with ſome mighty project, down he ſit, 
Sketches his plan, then writes, and reads, by fits | 
Alters, adjuſts, forgets, then thinks again, 
And warm ideas crowd his teeming brain; 
Pregnant with immortality he glows, 
And thinks he feels the bays entwine his brows 3 
But when in thought elate, he wins the goal; 
The ponderous mountain, only brings a mole }: - | 
Oft as from clouds impervious to the light, 
The ſudden lightnings burſt, and gitd the night, 
Then W and darkneſs reigns ſecure, 
In Stygian mantle wrapt, her emblem ſure; 351 
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So ſhould his genius flaſh a ſudden gleam 
The prelude of a brighter, kindling flame. 
Yet ſoon envelop'd in Eccentric ſpleen 
The ſpark extinguiſh'd, never more is ſ een 
Vapours, and miſts, with their obſtructive route, 
Preclude the latent fire from blazing out; 
A liſtleſs ſtupor all exertion foils; | 
And barb'rous preſſure, at each effort ſmiles. 

But Wild-gooſe laſt I ſing in dubious ſtrain, 

The laſt, not leaſt, of the Eccentric train; 
By zig-zag modes of reſtleſs frolic toſt, 
And in the chaos of his paſſions loſt; - 
The rapid whirls of whoſe impetuous youth, 
Scorn the dull bounds of commons-ſenſe and truth ;. -, 
Born to crude folly's zenith to aſpire, 2 
A prude his mother, and a churl his ſire; 
(A fire, whoſe pending bro tremendous lowers. 
With dark ſuſpicions petrifying powers.) 
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The lad thus foſter d with afliduous care, 
Stands full confoſs'd his ſire's undoubted heir. 
Whoe'er the amphibious animal defin'd, 

Of this part, that part, part of evony kind; 

Now pity s ſemblance ſhoots kerwmildeſt gleam, 
Now torpid av rice dims te genial beam; 
Now his ſmooth ſpeech flows lib ral as the day, 
Now bigot ſtupor holds her ſenſeleſs ſway; 
This moment gen'rous-views:expand his foul, 
The next, his marrow: intereſts control ; 

Now acts as if ta principle inclin'd, 

And now mere cafuabimpulle rules his mind: 
Thus formꝰd a paradox, tis hard to ſay 
Which of the ſprings the moſt inceſſant play ʒ 
Should moral chymiſts, anxious to ſurpaſs, 
Throw in their limbeo, the inoongruous maſs; 
The parts equivoeal, minutely trace, 

To give each corpuſele it's ptoper place 
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The heterogeneous particles divide, 

And throw congenial atoms fide by fide; 
Perform'd with nice, difcriminating care, 

Envy perhaps may claim the greateſt ſhare; 

The demowenvy elatms the nobleſt part, 

And winds her fnakes around the tainted heart; 
Scandal defcending like a torrent fall, 
Fills with her bitter bile, the-acrid gall ; 

While vanity, with: ſelf-admiring creſt, 

Inflates with turgid pride, the'bloating breaſt: 
Conſummate.nonfenft, with her frothy train, 
Clings to eachkindred ſibre of the brain; 

While flippant pertneſs, with vibrations ſtrong, 
Impels to hoaſting the loquacious tongue. 
Where elaquencs unfolds her powers he flew, 
Perhaps admir d, and turns declaimertoos 
The roſtrum vaults, and gratefully impreft, 
"Takes farchis model him, -who-fir'd his breaſt; 


But 
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But (lackleſs wight!) to elocution blind, 


Arrangement, ſenſe, and learning, leaves behind, 
To mimic every fault with ardour tries, 
But not one trait of excellence enjoys; 
Jo melting pathos, makes ſublime pretence, 
But ſcreaming nonſenſe, fills the void of ſenſe; 
Eke's out a learned ſcrap, with pomp profound, 
And feels well-pleas'd, himſelf; to hear the ſound ;. . 
For old originals, new ſenſes makes, df 
But plain tranſlations, palpably miſtakes z - 
Retails Ben. Keeche's metaphors by heart, 
Till apt reſemblance from the torture ſtart; 
His memory, with promiſcuous lumber fraught, 
He deems bright genius, and inventive thought ;. 
Rings the ſame peal, with harſh, unvary'd n, 
Till the hoarſe cadence rattles in his thtoat. 

Thus quaintly ludicrous, his powers are ſnewn, 
And claim our laughing muſcles all their n | : 

And 
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And ſure ſuch ſcenes, attention well may court, 
Provoke our ſatire, or excite our ſport. 
So frolic monkies, imitate at will, 
The human ſpecies, with adroiteſt {kill ; 
Pleas'd we behold the tricks their powers attain, * 
Yet know that monkies, monkies muſt remain. | 
But while we live, if ſtill thou muſt have rule, 
Oh! keep our wayward paſſions ever cool, 
For thou alone a remedy can'ſt form, 
Repreſs the tumult, or elude the ſtorm; 
Or cheat (like hope) till life's capricious dax 
W ears out, and death diſſolves thy ſov'reign ſway 3 | 1 
Let only harmleſs freaks compoſe thy reign, 5 N 


Not ſuch as heaven offend, or give man pain, 
Such as each other's confidence may ſhare, 
That freely each another's whims may bear; 
1 80 ſhall benevolence and love abound, 
While pleaſure thou convey'it, and innocence around. 
FASHION, 


_ i | N 
7 "on * 
3 — — * * 


A B T Ff K 


O give to Faſhion the ſatirie ſtrain, 
Akte, like herſelf, a muſe, as light, as vain; 

For who the fickle goddeſs. can deelare, 
Changeful as. April, verſatile as air; 
Though boldly glaring, fſlie eludes at will, 
Shrewdly adroit, the poet's varying ſkill ; 
The eye as ſoon may catch the viewleſs ſtorm, 
As faney figure out, her outee form; 
Some inſtantaneous glances: of ler frame, 


Break on the eye, with wild, diſtorted gleam; 


For e' er the ſhapeleſs fugitite we fix, 

Her varying features with new forms commix. 
The outline thus obſcur'd, we fearcely trace, | 

Much leſs, the incongruous fplendors of her face ; 


Put. 
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But what ittvidious certainty denies, 
Conjecture, with her random ſtrokes ſupplies... 
Methinks I ſer her vault Her giggling ear, 
And wage with eommon-ſenſe, eternal war; 
Inverting all which nature loyely makes, 
And looſely ſportive, ſbe ws her idrot freaks 3 


The motly plumes, - which wave with every wind, 


Beſpeak, how volatile her little mind ; 

Art paints her cheeks, with meretricious die, 
The cheek ſcaree touch d, the caſual colours fly; 
Her eyes quick glancing er a thouſand things, 


Trinkets, and ties, blue ribbons, garters, ſtrings, 


Betray the levity which prompts her foul, 
From ſcene t@fcene, in endleſs range to roll; 
Eternal change, her changing: ſteps purfue, 
And permanent alone, her love of new. 

The gorgeous tints which ſtud her tawdry veſt, 


In unmatch'd, awkward ſplendors, ſtand confeſs'd ; 


From 
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From nature's ſimpler taſte, averſe ſhe turns, 


But to eclipſe her native beauties burns; 

In vain—defeat each puny effort ſhews, 

While nature's meek'ning luſtre brighter glows. 
Not unattended moves her tinſel ſtate, | 

A livery'd ſuite her gay beheſts await; 

Officious vanity, with ardent gaze, 


Her own imagin'd, conſcious charms ſurveys ; 


Then turns with ſelf- complacent eye around, 

To catch the admiring plaudit of a found ; 
Fantaſtic novelty, whom fools adore, | 
Before the goddeſs, ſpreads her gawdy ſtore ; 
Her forms attractive, move the yacant throng, | 
And reaſon hali-ſeduc'd, is drawn along RF, 
Dazzled—her native dignity betrays, 

Yet faintly echoes giddy Faſhion's praiſe: 
And buxom pleaſure, with inſidious wiles, 
Gives a falſe zeſt to Faſhion's artful ſmiles ; 
| And 
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And liſping affectation joins the train, 

With mincing movements, and a ſmirking mien 
While tyrant cuſtom, with preſcriptive force, 
Strong ſanction ſtamps, on her capricious courſe z 
Cuſtom—to truth, and nature, inſincere, 
Guides the gay goddeſs, in her mad career; 
Nonſenſe, with tongue loquacious, puffs aloud 
The fame of Faſhion, to the gaping crowd, 

Till bloated with the crude, vociferous lays, 

Fen pride detects the cheat, and ſcorns to prailc ; 
Aſkaunce he ſneers, his high diſdain to ſhew, 
And feels himſelf abaſh'd to ſtoop fo low. 

As the magician draws the circling line, 

And mutters myſtic ſpells, with fell deſign, 
Invokes infernal ſhades, with potent rod, 

And bids them move, obedient to his nod ; 
Bids imitative ſcenes, ſucceſſive riſe, 

And mimic landſcapes burſt on wond'ring eyes; 
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The mountain riſing in ſtupendous pride, 
Shews the white flocks, which crop it's flowery fide ; 
The glittering foſſils, from each golden vein, 
Elicit mildeſt ſplendors o'er the plain; 
The plain a wild, luxuriant ſcene aſſumes, 
And all an Eden, in it's boſom blooms ; 
The bubbling fountain, with elaſtic bound, 
Throws, in wide curves, it's lucid ſhowers around ; 
The drops tranſlucent, trembling in the beam, 
Refract the ſtruggling rays, which gild the ſtream ; 
On the rapt eye, the ſpangled tints are thrown, 
And claim the bow's rich, radiant dies, their own. 
The white foam, daſhing from the pendant hills, 
Forms a dank miſt, or falls in purling rills ; 
Soft- ſmiling nymphs, in groves of myrtle ſtray, 
Sing the ſweet ſtrain, and echo ſteals the lay 3 
While muſic's melting tones, delight, impart, 
Sooth the fond ſenſe, and faſcinate the heart. 

* But 
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But ſhould a vent'rous knight's puiſſant arm, 
Diſſolve at once, the ſmooth, delufive charm, 
Inſtant, the howling blaſt, with horror teems, 
And livid lightnings, ſhoot their lurid gleams 3 
Pale, ſqualid ſpectres, flit with ſhriek obſcene, 


And mark with fading ſteps, the vernal green 
The vivid ſcenes, enchanted viſion fly, 

And blaſted defarts, ſcare the *frighted eye; 
Blank chaos, claims the unhallow'd ſpot his own, 
And fick'ning nature, dies beneath his frown. 

The goddeſs, thus trick'd out, with every grace, 
The hand of pomp around her form can place, 
From the hoarſe mob, with deafening tumult draws, 
The diſcord of obſtreperous applauſe, 
Who crowd the pageant ; fly from common-ſenſe, 
And mingling in her train, her ſlaves commence. 

But ſoon her gay illuſions diſappear, 


Joy's bubbling current, melts to ſorrow's tear ; 


Her 
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Her ſoothing blandiſhments ſoon ceaſe to ſtrike, 


Nor vibrates Faſhion's pulſe in each alike 
Impell'd to toil in competition's race, 


To exile nature, or to torture grace; 


The cheek of beauty daub, dull forms arrange, 


Adjuſt a patch, or fabricate a change; 

Puſh bold invention to her wild extreme, 

And firſt in folly, Faſhion's ſuffrage claim; 

Who thus out-ſhines a rival ; blaſting ſpite, 

And cold diſguſt, with withering mien ſhall blight ; 
Scandal ſhall firſt the whiſpering tale begin, 

And lining envy drink the poiſon in 
Detraction's hiſſing ſnakes, around ſhe flings, 

And wounds a rival, with a thouſand ſtings z 

Then foul reproach, her foaming rancour pours, 


And grinding malice, the pale wretch devours : 


Guilt ſkulks behind, and guilt is Faſhion's foe, 


Guilt—the ſure preſage of eternal woe; 


Contrition's 
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Contrition's tear alone, dilutes the ſtain, 
And ſhields the throbbing heart from endleſs pain. 

Faſhion, thou fluttering, inconſiſtent creature, 
True hieroglyphic of frail human nature, 

Thy vary'd ſchemes of taſte, ſince dreſs began, 
True emblem is, of fluQtuating man; 

What yeſterday the amateurs careſt, 

'Fo-day, with eye averted they deteſt ; 

To-day, if ſomething new attracts their eyes, 

The captious critic ſoon each fault eſpies, 

Then cries exulting, with repeated ſneers, 

« How paltry, how fantaſtic it appears, 

Such dreſs to Faſhion ſure has no pretence, 

C Or-diſavow'd our claim to taſte, or ſenſe.” 

To-morrow comes, but each rude murmur's gone, 

For Faſhion, now, announces it the n, 

Chang'd is each note, and they who juſt before, 


With vehemence exclaim'd, exclaim no more, 
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But cenſure now, their late deciſive tone, 
Which was a little premature, they own 
Contraſt the cenſure, that which paltry ſeem'd, 
Now grand appears, and highly is eſteem'd; 
Falſely applauded, is it's author's taſte, 
Till ſtampt antique, then all it's worth's eras'd. 

Such the vagaries, join'd with fond parade, 
Each „ by innovating Faſhion made; 
Faſhion, the bed from whoſe rank ſoil we trace 
The rapid growth, which marks the fungous race 
The vain, the vacant, frivolous, and gay, 
Create the beams, which on her nurſelings play 
Collected thus, from each congenial ſource, 
Taſte forms the focus, which directs their force; 
While mimic art, with fond ſuſpicious care, 
Shields the abortive plants her efforts rear, 


Leſt pierc'd by reaſon's keen, inclement eye, 


The painted bloſſoms languiſh, droop, and die. 


Ah! 
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Ah! could a verſe exclude the tyrant's power, 
Whoſe charms divide the important, preſent hour, 
Drawn by her hoyden charms, the thoughtleſs fair, 
Abſorb'd in Faſhion's ſpecious vortex are, 
Whirl'd in the circling maze, they pant to ſhine, 
Gay devotees of frolic Faſhion's ſhrine ; 
From ſolid peace, with ſteps unlingering fly, 
And vain ſolicit, what they ne'er enjoy. 
Deteſted Faſhion ! what, muſt love of thee, 
At virtue's dearer price ſupported be ? 
Thy hand prolific, late with artful care, 
To dreſs licentious, led the giddy fair; 
Thoſe charms, when hid, the teft of modeſty, 
Stood full expos'd to every vicious eye; 
That heaving boſom, ſoft as vernal May, | 
Met the bold hand, and ſcarcely ſhrunk away ;* 


Such 


The manner in which the ladies wore their handkerchieſs, in 1785. 
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Such conduct gave the libertine delight, 


While fluttering coxcombs triumph'd at the fight. 


Strange faſcination of the human race, 
Whence ſprung this curſed luxury of dreſs ? 


Is it imported from luxuriant France? 


Fam'd architects of Faſhion, taſte, or dance; 


Is it imbib'd from gay, voluptuous Eaſt? 
Thoſe ſilky ſlaves, enervated by taſte : 
There in ſeraglios plann'd, and wafted o'er, 
'The ſoft contagion, to Britannia's ſhore ; 
For taſte like this, ſeducing ſyrens raiſe 
Their burſting pæans, to fond Faſhion's praiſe. 
Licentious Faſhions, oh ! ye fair, deſpiſe, 
They loudly claim the cenſure of the wiſe 3 
To criticiſe ſuch taſte, is merit due, 
And aſks the ſtrictures of the worthy few; 
Nor is invective's keeneſt point ſevere, 


For ſtinging ſatire, is mild candour here. 


For 


n 


For know, ye fair, (nor ſcorn yourſelves to know) 


That Fafhion's gay extreme, is virtue's foe ;. 
Liſatiate thirſt for Faſhion, taſte, or dreſs, 
Unnerves the mind fr nobler acts to preſs, 
Suſpends each finer feeling of the foul, | 
Contracts its genial powers, and Gate whole; | 
How ſtrange, each intellectual charm to ſcreen, 
When proudly fluttering, each externaPs ſeen ; 
Tranſient your conqueſts, as the dreſs you wear, | 
Your boaſted triumphs all exhale in air. | 
The flippant butterily, in frolic play, | 
Thus baſks elated in the ſunny ray 
But, ah! the fleeting triumphs ſhe enjoys, | 
A few as fleeting ſummer-days comprize; 
Cruſh'd by the felon bird's rapacious beak, 
Or caught by ſchool-boys in a wanton freak, \ 


How vain the tints her wings profuſely pour, 
She falls—the ſhining inſeQ of an hour. 


— 
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ö So the proud peacock ſpreads her gloſly plumes, 


And all the pomp of pageantry aſſumes; 
Yet the domeſtic hen's diminiſh'd ſize, 
And plumage plain, we deem a richer prize, 
To her ſuperior uſe, more praiſe we owe, 
Than all the ſplendid drapery, peacocks ſhew. 
Two things imbib'd, the pureſt form will ſoil, 

A taſte profuſe, a temper verſatile ; 

| Oppos'd to theſe, the pleaſing contraſt's ſeen, 
Conſiſtent dreſs“, a temper all ſerene, 
Prudence to guide her through life's ſubtle ſnare, 
And ſmiling induſtry, unmix'd with care 
Virtue with theſe, forms love's acuteſt dart, 


Wounds, yet allays, the captivated heart. 


The 


In like manner alſo, that women adorn themſelves in modeſt 
e apparel, with ſhame-facedneſs and ſobriety ; not with broidered hair, 
« or gold, or pearls, or coſtly array; but {which becometh women 


« profeſſing godlineſs) with good works.” 1 Tim. ii. 9, 10. 
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The bee thus form's is focidl nnn bel, / 
Sings, works, and bears the honey to her cell ; 


Content, and ſweetneſs, her mellifluous ſtore, 


— —— — * — 4 


Crown her light toils, and ſhe deſires no more. 


. „„ 


Beauty, and taſte, may youthful paſſions warm, 
But virtue gives a force to every charm ; 
The volatile coquette, may fools allure, 
But virtue only, conqueſt can enſure, | 
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Alone can charm, and give, in Faſhion's ſpite, 
Laſting eſteem, and permanent delight. 

Nor Faſhion in her gay, eccentric range, 
Impels alone the fair to every change, 
Her ceaſeleſs orb revolving unconfin'd, 
With flexile ſway attracts the manlier mind; 
Witneſs the throat high-poultic'd to the chin, 
As if a ſchirrous tumour lodg'd within; 
Or view the fribble's hair with unguents ſtow'd, 
Then aſk, what chance ſuggeſted ſuch a mode ? 


Some 
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Some frizeur ſtole it from the cackling pen, 
Alias, the frizzle of a rumpled hen. 
Oh! how unlike our fires, whoſe deeds amaze 
The progeny of theſe degenerate days; 
Pert, light, unmeaning things, with vacant ſtare, 
Conſtructed, (lady-like) filk-{trings to wear. 

So the cameleon ſports the live-long day, 
Her colour changing with the varying ray; 
Oh ! could our modern beaus, avoiding care, 
Cameleon-like, ſubſiſt on ſimple air, 
Then would their frolics ſcarce provoke alarm, 
Dezd weights no longer on the public arm. 

Nor yet confin'd to dreſs, or mien abſurd, 
Faſhion extends her ſanction to a word; 
So once the adyerb roll'd along in ſtate, 
« Immenſely little, or immenſely great,” 


Till repetition the pall'd ear made dull, 


Then, © monſtrous ugly, monſtrous beautiful,” 


Aſſum'd 
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Aſſumꝰd the en, but now with feign d ſurprize, 
& Tis too, too bad,” the tittering coxcomb cries. 
To varniſh nonſenſe, ſure there's no pretence, 
But one “ it fills the mighty void of ſenſe.” - 
But theſe are foibles, ſtrew'd by Faſhion's hand, 
'Compar'd with crimes which deluge now the land. 
When Rome firſt ſunk into voluptuous eaſe, 
And ſenates only thone at ſhows or plays; 
When venal gold it's ſchemes inglorious laid, 
Then virtue drooping, ſought the filent ſhade ; 
While vice triumphant ſtalk'd with giant ſtride, 
And ſpread deſtruction like a rolling tide ; 
Juſtice indignant left the common weal, 
And bribery's gilded hand impell'd the ſcale ; 
Proſcription held her ſcroll, to mark the good, 
And daggers wrote the characters in blood ; 
Unſullied honor, public faith withdrew, 
And ſighing, bade the forum long adieu; 


Grandeur 
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Grandeur, and fame, down-totter'd from their ſeat, 
And ruin, back to chaos hurl'd the ſtate. 
So if unrival'd Britain, firſt in fame, 
Should taint with vice, the honors of her name, 
If truth deſert her, or if pleaſure ſhed 
Her opiate dews, around the thoughtleſs head; 
Should novelty import the foreign toy, 
And Faſhion hail it, with a mother's joy; 
Foſter the bantling in her gairiſh blaze, 
Nor long ſecrete it from the general gaze; 
If pliant cuſtom, with aſſiduous haſte, 
Bend to her magic ſway the public taſte ; 
Till full the exotic glares, in triumph ſhewn, 
And Faſhion ſtamp the ſpurious brat her own : 
If ſenators forego the claims of age, 
To tread with borrow'd ſteps the wanton ſtage, 
Exhibit to the world their brilliant parts, 
And rival actors in their mimic arts: 
When 


1 
When generals, whoſe peculiar forte is war, 


By Mars impel'd to mount the brazen car, 

Point the fork'd lightning, level the dread blow, 
And launch their thunders on the trembling foe, 
Poize the long lance, or wield the ſword with ſkill, 
And ſeal the fate of millions at their will; 
To form the deep'ning phalanx, wind it's courſe, 
Indignant rolling with reſiſtleſs force; 

Explore the impervious wood, the torrid ſoil, 

Nor ſhrink enervate from the manly toil ; 

Redreſs the injur'd, guarantee the good, 

And give the deſpot what he pants for—blood ; 

To woo the tented ſield's terrihc charms, 

And blaze refulgent, in the pomp of arms; 

To lead impetuous on, the Britiſh name, 

To ſplendid conqueſt, and immortal fame; 

'To feel the patriot pulſe of glory beat, 


And death prefer to ſhame, or baſe retreat ; 


Should 
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Should theſe to wits be fritter'd, and eſſay 
To ſeribble prologues, or tranſlate a play 


The latent poiſon luſcioully expreſs, 


Through the ſmooth vehicle of ſoft addreſs z 


Sanction ſuch plays, as ſhock the virtuous ear, 
Such plays, as levity would bluſh to hear; 

In Faſhion's fluttering circle lounging whirl, 

Or melt to hear a quavering opera girl : 

When honor, peace, and dear domeſtic joy, 
Shrink from the caſual mercy of a die: 

If grave divines (at leaſt they ſhould be grave) 
Without regret the wandering ſheepfold leave; 
Pant with dull fools at public baths to ſtare, 

No mark to know them, but the cloth they wear; 
Empty, and vain, and frivolous, and looſe, 

A match for ſmall-talk, with the gabbling gooſe 3 
Firſt in the county at the jovial chaſe, 

But laſt themſelves to run the heavenly race ; 


Prefer 
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Prefer with prompt deciſion, the low name 
Of Sportſman, to the Chriſtian's higheſt claim: 


When ſacred liberty, whoſe heaven-born ſmile 


Sweetens our labour, and rewards our toil 
Foſter'd no more, by mild Britannia's hand, 

No more, preſides, the guardian of our land: 
When deſpots, thron'd on power's capricious wave, 
Exclude the goddeſs, and her ſons enſlave : - 
When bigots, arm'd with vengeful zeal, control 
The generous ferment of the free-born foul 

With raven-brooding wing, their votaries blind, 
Or lock with torpid hand the opening mind : 
When Britons, cloy'd with mild monarchial ſway, 
Kiſs the red ſcourge, and tremble, and obey ; 
Slaves in their perſons, property, and fame, 

To lawleſs power, and pride's invidious claim: 


When every ſprout from freedom's ſtem (nor leſs, 


That root of all, © THE FREEDOM or ru PRESS,”) 
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| Cramp'd by coercive force, ſhall ceaſe to ſhoot, | 

And een the patriot tongue of truth be mute; 

Still worſe—if ſcorn'd, the boon which goodneſs ſends, 
We proſtitute it to licentious ends; 

(The ſtream, from fancy's turbid fount which flows, 
Taints the ſmooth verſe, or ſtains the manlier proſe ;) 
If thoughts ſeditious, impious, lewd, and vile, 

Pollute the annals of our envied iſle z 

If gifts perverted from their purer aim, 

Deepen our guilt, and aggravate our ihame : 

When (but I deprecate the fatal day) 

If to conſummate Faſhion's boundleſs ſway, 

Poor human nature to it's dregs we draw, 

And pugiliſts are uncoatrol'd by law; 

When petrify'd, the feelings ſcorn to glow, 

And the mild ſtreams of pity ceaſe to flow; 

When to a ſcience, boxing is reduc'd, 


And all the Gothic wolves again are loos'd ; 
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When not alone the poor engroſs the game, 


But titled ſcoundrels mixing, fight for fame; 
Commence bright pupils, yield the palm to few, 


n, and the Jew ;— 


Except their betters, ] 
I ſay, if Britain to ſuch. vices cleaves, 
And thouſands more the ſpawn of Faſhion leaves, 
(For who dare hope their numbers to deſcry, (eye, 
Shapes, forms, and motlcs, that meet the wandering 
As well might hope to graſp the vapory fog, 
Or Ignis fat aas dancing o'er the bog,) 
It ſure requires no prophet's hollow tone, 
Harſh cenſor's croaking note, or canting groan, 
To avgur Britain's fate; her fate decreed, 
By juſt analogy, in Rome we read; 
Who reads, diſcerus the evidence it gives, 
And who diſcerns, the ſtubborn fact believes. 
When good * Iſaiah wept the Jewiſh ſtate, 
By heaven deputed to preſage it's fate, 
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Mid mercy deign'd, in truth's judicial tone, 

To make the latent cauſe of vengeance known, 

Bold he reveal'd the meſſage of his Lord, 

(For what his tongue condemn'd, his ſoul abhor'd, 
And ſerious, gentle reader, would'ſt thou know 
What crime ſtood foremoſt to provoke the blow, 
Read—rather look around—what meets thy eye ? 

( Faſhion !—Enough—there ! there ! the cauſes lie; 
As plain effects infer their latent cauſe, 

So truth from dreſs profuſe the motive draws 

What motive ? ſtrange, but not more ſtrange than true, 
Self-love is motive, idol, votary too; 

What, love ourſelves before our loving God, 

More than high heaven, adore a breathing clod ? 
Yes—here the cauſe exiſts of wrath divine, 

Dreſs but diſplays it, as th' external ſign ; 

And who before his God, himſelf adores, 

Shall drink the dregs of heaven's indignant ſtores ; 


§ Laiah iii. 16, And 
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And fo perverſe is human nature ſtill, 
So madly wiſe, in fabricating ill, 
That who ſurveys prompt Faſhion's varying ſchools, | 
Would think the prophet furniſh'd them with rules 
That what he wrote to guard our moral ſtate, 
And ſtamp the guilt which ſeal'd their awful fate, 
Is ſeiz'd by Faſhion, and with impious ſkill, 
Subſervient made, to execute her will; 
That each vile trait, the arm of God chaſtis'd, 
Transfus'd in modern life is realiz'd, 
That proud to dare high heaven t' effect his worſt, 
We do the things, which God himſelf has curſt. 


Faſhion indulg'd, the meekeſt heart inftates, 
It ſaps the baſes of the firmeſt ſtates ; 
Incumbent ruin on the fabric throws, 


And deſolation, forms the dreadful cloſe. 
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EHE REV; J FLETCHER 


NSATIATE Death ! whoſe ſhaft, relentleſs, ſcorn'd 
The vain diſtinctions mortals make below, 
Commiſſion'd, gave the ſtroke, and Madely mourn'd 
Her much-lov'd FLETCHER, with unfeigned woe. 


Ah ! how unlike the wretch whom guilt ſurrounds, 

2 And death purſucs, and vengeance overtakes 

Wrapt in falſe hope, he ſmiles—the tyrant frowns, 
Aghaſt he ſtarts ! and hope his ſoul forſakes. 


But FLETCHER ! great in death, with firmneſs trod 
The dreary vale of death's tremendous {hade 
| Recumbent on the mighty arm of God | 
Nature's laſt ſhock, he pleaſingly furvey'd. 


With 
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Wich faultering ſteps to FLETCHER's awful form, 
Death flow advanc'd, in big ſuſpence to wait, 
Till heaven the ſignal gave—e'en then his arm, 


Trembling, with deep reluctance ſeal'd his fate. 


Oh, happy fate ! when death's terrific frown, 
Transform'd by faith, an angel's ſmile aſſumes, 
Salutes us heirs of an unfading crown, 


And wafts the ſoul where bliſs immortal blooms. 


Tas death's great arbiter, in love repell'd 
Each fatal ſymptom's dread, malignant courſe ; 
The fever's wild, delirious rage with-beld, 


And reaſon pure, preſerv'd in all it's force. 


Heaven's glories beam'd upon his raviſh'd eyes, 
Bright hope ſat ſmiling on his tranquil face, 
Triumphant praiſe his quiv'ring lips employs, 


While angels claſp'd him in their fond embrace. 


Serene 
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Serene he ſlumber d on, nor reſtleſs rav'd, 
Compos'd midſt diſſolution's dread alarms, 
By ſweet tranſitions gliding unperceiv'd, 
From life to death, from death to Jeſus' arms. 


There he reſides, where boundleſs goodneſs reigns, 


Where love ſeraphic glows in breaſts above; 
Love was his darling theme, his dying ſtrains, 


And looks expreſſive, witneſs d,. God is love!“ 


Rich was his faith, and in his ample foul, 


Knowledge, and learning, fix'd their ſacred ſeat ; 
Great in more ſolid gifts of grace he ſhone, 


And in his Saviour's image ſtood complete. 


When party rag'd, and none could check the growth 
Of error, cloath'd with every ſpecious plea, 


FLETCHER ſtood forth, the champion of the truth, 


Tore off the mak, and dragg'd her into day. 
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Nor could an hoſt of advocates rebuild 
Her feeble ſtructure, on it's tottering baſe 
Arm'd with the fpirit's ſword, and truth's try'd 
ſhield, 


Stern ruin marks th irrep'rable diſgrace, 


His deep-diſcerning eye ſurvey'd the ſchemes 

Which men of narrow hearts with zeal diſpenſe ; 
Nark'd the juſt bounds of truth, from truth's extremes, 
And weigh'd in * © Scripture ſcales,” each vain 


pretence. 


As ſtars ſcarce ſhine when riſes Cynthia bright, 
As twinkling tapers in the ſun's broad blaze 
Are loſt— ſo FLETCHER's ſtrong, refulgent light, 


Abſorb'd entire, their feeble, glimm'ring rays. 
Yet 


The title of a publicetion of kr, 
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Yet, true to candour, his ingenuous mind 
Could love, or pity thoſe, whoſe errors fir'd, 
And if to non- eſſentials unconfin'd, 


To 9“ Reconcile,” was all his ſoul deſir'd. 


Large was the wiſh of his capacious ſoul, 
Like heaven, on all it made a boundleſs claim, 
Free and diffus'd as air, nor knew control, 


But glow'd intenſely as the ardent flame. 


Pure as the light his conduct, form'd to bleſs, 
Calm as the ſmooth expanſe which crowns the vale 
Soft as the flowing ſtream, his mild addreſs, 


And gentle as the ſweetly-breathing gale. 


Humble to learn, divinely wiſe to teach, 
All ſhar'd his bounty, as each felt his prayer; 
His life was love, his buſineſs Chriſt to preach, 


Praiſe was his pleaſure, and the flock his care. 
Angels 


$ A conciliating production of his. 
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Angels his virtues ſaw, and, proud to raiſe 


Their younger brother to a throne of bliſs, 
Call'd him from earth, in heaven to claim his place, 


And reign where God, his great redecmer, is. 


No more, Oh, Madeley ! with up-lifted hands, 
Soul-piercing eye, and animated voice, 
Shall Reverend FLETCHER thunder heaven's commands, 


Sinners alarm, nor bid the ſaints rejoice. \ 


No more, with ſacred indignation warm, 
Extort from guilt, the halſ- reluctant ſigh, 
Nor (chang'd to love) the drooping mourner charm, 


Nor wipe the tear from grief :s deep- ſtreaming eye. 


How oft' when fir'd, exulting to define, 
That grace in Chriſt, ineffably expreſt, 
You, liſt 'ning, caught the energy divine, 
elt the full pathos, and it's power confeſt ! 


Or 
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Or did his hands, the ſymbols pure, diſpenſe, 
Of Jeſus' dying love, to ſinners given; 
Your kindling ſpirits burn'd, the grateful ſenſe 


Of mercy, bore your raptur'd fouls to heaven. 


Ah! ceaſe to mourn, ſince 'twas the gracious will 
Of heaven, to call him from his labours here; 
God can his place ſupply, and amply fill 
With aue, to whom the flock may {till be dear. 


Though to the duſt his body is conſign d, 
Yet ſtill, unſeen, his ſpirit may preſide 
O'er the fond flock he fed, and, doubly kind, 


At once their guardian angel, and their guide. 


Still may his voice the wanderer's feet reclaim, 
And point him to the lamb enthron'd above; 
In languid hearts re-fan the dying flame, 
And touch the ſprings of gratitude and love. 
May 
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May heaven the balm of tendereſt ſympathy 


To the dear ſharer of his pangs impart; 
Oh ! may the widow's God her huſband be, 
And bear her ſorrows on his melting heart ! 


Nor mourn as ſhe, whoſe every hope is fled, 
What if depriv'd of all your ſoul held dear! 
| You ſoon ſhall mingle with the favor'd dead, 


And angels waft you to his boſom there. 


Oh, Madeley ! would your love of him be ſhewn, 
I To raiſe his bliſs ?—his life be your employ z 
Then ſhall he, pleaſed, before his father's throne, | 


Preſent you, faultleſs, with exceeding joy. 


EPITAPH, 
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F gentleſt ſuavity of manners pleaſe, 
Or prudence, blended with ingenuous caſe, 

If ſenſe adorn, if truth we lovely deem, 
The duſt beneath, excited fond eſteem. 

If beauty blighted in it's ſofteſt bloom, 
From ſcenes connubial ſnatch'd, to grace the tomb, 
From weeping friends, from eaſy corapetence, 
And the meek joys infantile ſmiles diſpenſe z 
Heave in the throbbing breaſt, the ſigh ſincere, 
Reader, effuſe the tribute of a tear. 


But if ſubmiſſion to the will of God, 


And patience under pale affliction's rod, 


8 
Faith to ume, and hope to antedate, 
And love to waft her to a brighter ſtate, 
Move ſacred envy—ceaſe, ah ! ceaſe to mourn, 
Nor let a tear pollute her hallow'd urn; 
Say (while thou breatheft out the wiſh divine) 


Oh ! may her laſt, triumphant end be mine. 


PE 


= «aA + 


II.. Fe 


8 Death ! whoſe ſhaft, relentleſs, gave 
My youth a victim to the filent grave, 
And with invidious ſtroke, did'ſt dare to break 

The cloſeſt union love itſelf could make 4 
Yet in his looks did I no terrors trace, 

But view'd him ſmiling with an angel's face; 
Drawn was the ſting which only cuilt alarms, 
And now I ſweetly reſt in Jeſus' arms 
He, too, ſhall ſpoil the triumphs of the tomb, 


And raiſe this duſt, and waft the exile heme ; 


Een 


* 


E'en now my ſpirit glows before the throne, 


And taſtes the bliſs, which that glad day ſhall crown; 
Then, ah ! my friend, my huſband ceafe to mourn, 
Wipe, wipe the tear, which ſtains this hallow'd urn 
Greatly refign'd, heaven's mild decrees await, 


Then ſoar where mutual bliſs ſhall be complete. 


— .. — 


r 


\ HOE'ER thou art, whom fate or choice hath led 
To view theſe manſions, ſacred to the dead; 


If c'er thine eye diſtill'd ſoft pity's tear, 


AZ ders 


O'er the pale ſhrine of beauty, drop it here. 


Let ſable cypreſs mourn, or ſeem to mourn, 


LEAR I-43 


— —— — — Ye — —— — 


And wreathe the yew's ſad foliage round her urn; 


— 


Ye balmy breezes, panting in the vale, 


- * . 
„ bu - 2 
a. ye 


Whoſe odorous wings, mellifluous ſweets exhale, 
In rich profuſion ſhed your fragant dews, 


, And mingle ſorrows with the weeping muſe, 


Ye 


(085 ] 


Ye gentle ſtreams, which near theſe manſions flow, 


In murmuring lapſe, attune your waves to woe, 
While the meek ſtock-dove, in wild, n moan, 
Wakes to ſoft ſompathy, each melting tone. 

Ye gentle ſpirits, hovering o'er the juſt, 
Who watch with fond ſolicitude their duſt, 
vigh through each paſling gale, which floats along, 
The deareſt name, that claims the moral ſong. 

Bleſt ſhade ! no more thoſe languid eyes atteſt, 
The latent pangs, which wrung thy throbbing brea!? : 
No more ſhall life's faint pulſe, flow-ebbing, beat, 
And point to weeping friends thy cloſing fate ; 
Seal'd in the ſofteſt Nane death beſtows, 
Thy duſt ſhall reſt in undiſturb d repoſe. 

If virtue pure, with gentleſt manners, pleaſe, 
Refin'd by elegance, and ſmooth'd to eaſe ; 


If features which alone to rapture warm, 


The poliſh'd hand of ſymmetry can form; 
F "It 


0-06: 3 
if the fine feelings, which delight impart, 
And exquiſitely thrill the trembling heart, 
Could mock the ſhaft of death, or fate appal, 
She yet had liv'd to ſooth, and charm us all: 
But heaven's decree, inviolably juſt, 
Js“ Duſt thou art, and muſt return to duſt,” 
Nor yet fevere, for but inurn'd the clay, 
Her ſpirit ſoars to everlaſting day. 


PATIENCE, 


- 0 A DDD 


HY heave thoſe boſom-throbbing ſighs, 
Which ſtab the vitals of thy peace? 
Why faintly beam thoſe languid cyes, 
While mournful glooms eclipſe thy face? 
Can nought from diſappointments flow, 
But one unceaſing ſtream of woe ? 
Ah! bid each harſh, foreboding ſcar, 
For ever fly thy breaſt ; 
Repreſs the riſing, pungent tear, 
That bane of balmy reſt : 


For know, the wiſe from grief's acuteſt dart, 


Can ſolid good eluce, nor feel the wrings of Leart. 


The 


(43 
The youth whoſe warm, ingenuous ſoul, 
Juſt opening on the ſcenes of time, 
Feels the full tide of pleaſure roll, 
Nor checks the ardor of his prime. 
While paſſion at the helm preſides, 
Bright hope expands the fail ; 
And rapture, o'er the ſmooth ſtream glides, 
And fancy courts the gale, N 
Exulting, gives the fates his fear, 
Nor dreads the latent tempeſt near 
Untaught by ſtern misfortune's lore, 
Grief's preſſure to ſuſtain, 
His heart which ſeem'd ſo firm before, 
Now, ſcarce ſupports it's pain 


Scarce can his labouring breaſt, it's pangs declare, 


But his big-tortur'd ſoul, half-yerges-on deſpair. 


( 8 ) 
Not ſo the man by grace refin'd, 
To patience form'd from early years, 
By man, if treated moſt unkind, 
Then moſt his mental worth appears 
From all the ills, life's ſcenes impart; 
He learns to meliorate his heart; 
The gloomy cloud of grief to foil, 
Elude care's ſtormy ſeas, | 
Yet greet, the tranſient ſun-beams ſmile, 
And catch the paſling breeze : 
If to fond friendſhip's ſhrine he bend, 
And own it's genial ſway, 
And if, ungenerous, ſhould his friend 
Firſt ſoothe, and then betray, 
Conſcious of truſt miſplac'd, he feels the rcd, 


Yet owns th' appointed ſcourge, and juſtifies his God. 


ail! 


(6 86 ) 
Hail ! meck-ey'd Patience] lenient balm 
Of all the troubled mind can know 
Diffuſe thy heav'nly-breathing calm, 
Ah ! ſhield him from impending woe ! 
Speak to his jarring paſſions peace | 
Serene the tumult of his breaft ! 
Bid every wild emotion ceaſe ! 
And ſweetly ſoothe each care to rett ! 
Thy healing ſmile gives ſoft relief, 
It blunts the keeneſt edge of grief: 
Though nurſt in “ ſorrow's penſive grove, 
What graces crowd thy train 
Lxperience ſage, fond hope, and love, 
Compoſe thy blooming reign; 
Oh! may thy power his harrowing fears control, 
50 {hall the love of thee, monopolize his ſoul. 


PANEGYTRICAL 


* Romans v. 3. We know that tribulation worketh patience.” 


1 


PANEGYRICAL CRITIQUE, 


Dr. YOUNG's NIGHT-THOUGUHTS. 


ONG, pie d. upon the Britiſh A | 

Propitious heaven vouchſaf'd indulgent ſiniles, 
Bleſt them with 1 gifts, power, wealth, and eale, 
Peace ſway'd the land, and commerce rul'd the ſeas ; 
Unconſcious whence deriv'd their favor'd lot— 
The gift's careſs'd, the giver is forgot; 
Licentious levity uſurps her reign, 
With vice, and all her complicated train. 
'The good behold with poignant grief depreſt, | 

Religion's cauſe exploded, fin careſt ; 

Error, with ſpecious virtue's flow'ry theme, 
Aſſumes the maſk of truth, that ſacred name; 


Contaminated 


it. -} 


Contaminated nature, ſtalks with pride, 
Through lawleſs pleaſure, unbelief her guide. 

As when the joyleſs night reſigns her ſway, 
And Phoebus gilds the purple dawn of day; 
Scatters the gloom of night's porteritous ſhades, 
And pours his bright effulgence o'er the meads z 
So Young diffus'd that golden flood of light, 
Which burſt the darkneſs of Egyptian night ; 
The taſk was thine, Oh, Young ! and worthy thee, 
'Fo reſcue truth x Soak infidelity 
To ſnatch from laure brows * their dear-bought 2 
And brand with laſting infamy, each name; 
To give religion every god-like charm, 
That virtue ſhiclds, or can ſmooth vice * ; 


To 
* Hobbes, Voltairc, and Bolingbroke. 


Three more accompliſh'd ad vocates for fin, 


The world nc' er ſaw, nor hell exulte d in. 


6:4 
To cruſh the infidel's prepoſt'rous plan, 


And give back immortality to man; 

To ſtem the torrent of deiſtic rage, 

And boldly vindicate the ſacred page; 

To ſing that God, whoſe praiſe his boſom fires, 
Whoſe cauſe inflames, whoſe power his theme inſpires; 
Nor leſs than inſpiration could diQate 

A theme ſo pregnant with man's,moral fate; 
In every page, with rapt delight, we view 

A depth of deepeſt meaning, ever ne- , 

All that a nervous diction e'er defign'd, _ 

To pour inſtruction on the human mind 
Whatc'er can wiſdom to the wiſe impart, 

And touch the fineſt feelings of the heart; 

Or gently ſooth the grief. diſtracted breaſt, 


And ſoft infuſe ſweet balmy peace, and reſt; 


Wnate' er can anger's fierceſt rage control, 


And calm the ſecret tumults of the ſoul; 


XI. 


1 
From bliſs itſelf, extort the melting ſigh, 
Or force mild pity: from the ſtreaming eye; 
True comfort give in life's laſt awful ſeene, - 
And keep the trembling ſoul in death ſerene : - 
Whate'er from guilt can deep eompunction draw, 
And ſtrike the wretch with ſolemn, proftrate awe ; 
The veil of prejudice, or pride, remove, 
Moulding the ſoul to gentleneſs, and love; 
Life's pureſt flavor,” exquiſitely give, 
And form us for immortal joys to live; 
Whate'er the poliſh'd mind allures, and warme, 
-Or elevates to dignity, and charms, 
Or can the conſcious libertine reclaim, 
And in his breaſt light up a purer flame; 
To heaven horn faith the infidel incline, | 
Indueing pleas d aſſent to truths divine; 
Whate'er invention's loftieſt flight explores, 
When cn bold fancy's pinions borne, it ſoars,— 

Thy 


( 9& ) 
Thy animated page, Oh, ' Young ! diſplays, 
And pureſt rapture to the heart conveys. | 


Here blooms mature, true ſentiment refin'd, - 


Spontaneous growth of Young's prolific mind ; 


With rich, diverſify'd ideas fraught, 

The force of energy, the depth of thought; 
That brilliant wit, that high-illumin'd ſenſe, 
Impreſſive flow of manly eloquence; 

And varied ſubjects, new, profound, ſublime, 
Detail'd in periods, uneonfin'd by rhime; 
The fine deſcriptive-trait, the vivid fire, 

And beauteous climax, ſtill exalting high'r ; 
Sound argument { arrang'd with juſt deſign, 

In fine gradations, brighten every line; 


That 


§ This Critique principally (if not only) applies to the Sixth Night, 
in which the © Nature, proof, and importance of immortality,” are 
diſcuſſed : the Night-thoughts being evidently a deſultory poem, the 
ſentiments flowing ſpontaneouſly from him, as the incidents which 


vecafioned them aroſe in his mind. 


( 92 ) 
That glowing pathos, which pervades the whole, 
Unfolds th' impaſſion'd movements of his ſoul. 
Here let the critic, with invidious ſneer, 
Contract his brow, or point the ſhaft ſevere ; 
The ſhaft repell'd, ſhall with reverted force, 
Wound the projector of it's deſtin'd courſe ; 
His wither'd arm it's impotence avow, 
Nor touch th' unfading bays, which wreathe his brow. 
Not that to faults attach'd, his name receives, 
The undiſcerning ſuffrage, flattery gives, 
Blind ignorance, and zeal, to praiſe, combine, 
When obvious imperfection blots the line 
Good ſenſe diſcriminates where merit beams, 
And throws freſh luſtre on it's modeſt claims; 
With mild reluQtance trivial faults purſues, 
And meliorates the fault, the fault to loſe. 
" I ſtamp perſeCtion on the works of man, 
Though genius fir d, and; nagement drew the pin ; 


Invention 


"> 


( 93 ) 

Invention fill'd, or ſkill it's parts arrang'd ;, 
Infers a miracle, or nature chang'd : 
The faultleſs piece eludes the critic's eye, 
Dark ſhades conceal it, or the colours fly; 
The hand unſteady; mocks the great deſign, 
And the ſhook pencil, draws a zig-zag line; 
Loſt is ſoft beauty's undulating grace, | 
Nor labour'd ſtrokes of art, ſupply the place; 
And ſure as fate, ſome blemiſh will obtrude, 
In tint, expreſſion, grouping, attitude. 
That, then, as excellent we juſtly praiſe, 
Which truth combines with fancy, ſtrength with eaſe z 
Stricture it's faults, but not with tone fevere, 
Yet feel moſt-charm'd, where feweſt faults appear: 

Thus at the fun, with teleſcopes we gaze, 
Prepar'd to view one pure, unſullied blaze; 
Hurpriz'd, th' indented ſurface we deſcry, 
That forms the ſpots opake, which meet the eye; 

Yet 


„ 
Yet who the vivid emanations ſhun, | 
Becauſe a darkling-ſpot ſcarce: tints the ſun ? 
Thus Homer, marſhall'd in the ranks of fame, 
Has ſoil'd the lucid honors of his name; 
His pencil, dipt in colours moſt ſuhlime, 
Th' unmellow'd tint betrays, in ſpite of time; 
Yet, when his ſplendid ſcenes arreſt the ſoul, 
The ſtrong emotions, cold critique control. 
So Young's exub'rant muſe, faint foibles ſhews,  - 
Like plants unprun'd, ' which artleſs Nature grows. 
What if to quaint antitheſis too prone, | | 
The tinkling play of words, for ſenſe, is ſhewn 3, + '/ 
Yet his bold contraſts, with reſiſtleſs force, '- 
Seize admiration, and atteſt their ſource: | 
What if his ear, with turns ingenious ſmit, 
Miſtook the point of epigram for wit, 
Yet the fine flaſhes, which illume the line, 
Charm as they lighten, mend us us they ſhine; 


The 


„ 

The moral mirror, truth, by wit refin'd, 
Reflects the perfect features of the mind. 

While ſome ſelect, with artiſice abſurd, 
The futile charms, which grace a ſounding word, | 
| Roll on the ear, the ſoft, voluptuous tide, 
Their conſcious want of ſentiment to hide; 
Ilis copious ſenſe, from barrenneſs ſecure, 
Crowds on us, till we fancy him obſcure. 

So wave on wave, in undulating flow, 
Roll their ſmooth curves, while gentleſt zephyrs blow, 
Calm, and unconſcious of the latent roar, 
Innoxious play, and kiſs the diſtant ſnore: 
But when rude tempeſts ſcoul along the main, 
Confuſion bellows o'er the liquid plain; 
Sublime, and terrible, the ſurges ſweep, 
Break the ſmooth ſwell, and riot o'er the deep; 
The ſcenes hit genius rapidly combin d. 
Thus pour tumultuous on the laboring mind; 


Fer 


( 96 ) 


F'er the rich images, his ſtrokes ſupply, . 
Are mark'd diſtinctly, by reſlection's eye, 
New ſcenes of grandeur burſt upon the ſight, 
Blot the firſt forms, and ſtamp intenſe delight ; 
From the harſh, torpid touch of judgment ſtart; 
Scorn her cold rules, and wake th' impaſhor'd heart; 
Loſt in the ſplendour of an Eden gay, b 
We gaze, ruſh forward, nor inſpect our way; 
Eye with freſh rapture, every varying ſcene, 
Simple, or grand, terrific, or ſerene. 
"Tis his nn to portray, 
And richeſt ſenſe in feweſt words convey; 
The thoughts which ſpread through many a page to view, 
Compreſs'd by him, would dwindle into few 3 | 
What if the cenſor whoſe faſtidious taſte, 


By cold correctneſs form'd, and claſſics grac'd, 
Should ſourly ſay, © Impel'd by fancy bold, 


His verſe erratic, riots uncontroll'd ;” 


( 97 } 
Yet who, with verſe lite his, would ever part 


For the dull lines, ek'd out by frigid art, 
His vaſt invention, like a torrent tide, ab 2#1 . 
Burſts the weak mounds, which critic laws provide : 
Nor pedant he, the ſtrength his lines diſpenſe, 
Is grandeur's tone, the nerve of excellence; 
The varied cadence, or emphatic pauſe, 
Fills the charm'd ear, and fond attention draws. 
90 if the images his fancy drew 
From varying Nature, Nature ever new, 
Though candour, appoſite the image deem, 
Yet if deficient in a point it ſeem, 
Falſe delicacy joins the critic's pride, 
How groſs the image, and how ill apply'd; _ 
« No chaſtneſs marks the poet's awkward choice; 
“True poets, muſt be accurately nice.” 
Had vacant dulneſs mark'd him for her own, 


For faults like theſe, his works had ne'er been known; 


GG Rich 


F 
Rich in the fulneſs of luxuriant thought, 
His daring mind, the leading features caught ; 
But deem'd minuter touches, waſte of time, 
Call'd to purſue a quarry more ſublime z 
Fervid, and free, the glowing image blooms, 
And bold originiality affumes. 
Not fo the poet doom'd to-common-place, 
If with a ſimile, his theme he grace, 
To make the moſt of what was made before, 
He turns the hackney'd image o'er and o'er; 
To loſe a ſhade, would be the poet's ſin, 
All helps the piece, and ſo he lugs all in. 

But the grand faults, which to his verſes cleave, 
Are, that his muſe is querulous, and grave ; 
That foil'd in competiticn's reſtleſs ſtrife, 

He caſts in ſhades, the pleaſing ſcenes of life; 
Gives prominence to throbbing grief and pain, 


And groups them on us, in perpetual train. 
Tis 
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"Tis true, © Complaints,” they are, but ſuch as give, 


When felt, the joys tliat make it life to live. 
If with fond pathos, * friendſhip to rehearſe, 
In all the moral dignity of verſe | 
Diſcloſe to obvious view, its latent root, 
Trace the fine fibres, and the infant ſhoot ; 
Unfold the pregnant bud, with niceſt hand, 
And the mild bloom, to virtue's eye expand 
By levity's licentious touch unfoiÞd, 

Or the ſeducing taint of folly wild ; 
Unblighted by the ſtorms which hate preſage, 
(The caſual impulſe of impetuous rage; | 
By views which narrow intereſt only move, | 
Int'reſt, the bane of friendſhip and of love: 
Unchill'd by timid caution's cold regards, 


Ice of the ſoul, which pale diſtruſt awards; 


. * Night the Second. 


Which 
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Which led by gen'rous confidence and truth, 
Time's foſtering dews, and the bright beams of youth; 
Till Rn mellowing ſummers call it forth, 
Mould the ripe fruit, and Ramp its ſolid worth: 
If virtue, image of th' eternal mind, 
With energy to paint, and taſte refin'd, 
Swell each ſoft feature wich a bold relief, 
And catch the varying ſhades of joy and grief; 
Bid traits, whoſe fugitive exiſtence foils 
Attention, fit, and crown his arduous toils ; 
Till fancy, with creative powers replete, 
Throws in the mental form her vivid heat; 
Wakes to imagin'd life the ſemblance pure, 
Bodies it forth, with local ſubſtance ſure; 
And with impaſſion'd extacy impreſt, 
Strains the illufive image to * breaſt: 
If theſe delight, the muſe, no more remiſs, 


Pours the full heart, a luxury of biiſs, 


( 101 ) | 
No gloom-ting'd ſcene its baleful horrors ſheds, 
But where decrecd to fall—on guilty heads; 
And where his penſive numbers ſoftly flow, 
Through darb ing ſcenes of wild, ſucceſſive woa; 
Where the invidious hand of death divides 
Life's filver cord, o'er which ſtern fate preſides ; 
Untwiſts the moral filaments, which wove 
Friendſhip's fine tiſſue in the loom of love; 
Where tlie pale lamp of life, from languid eyes, 
Shoots the laſt evaneſcent gleam, and dies; 
The bleeding, ſever'd heart- ſtrings mourn their fate, 
Life's dubious day, and friendſhip's fleeting ſtate ; 
Hope, ſmiling hope, withdraws its ſoft relief, 
And ſinks, in all the filent ſenſe of grief; 
No more reverberated bliſs to ſhare, 
But droop in all the death of dumb deſpair : 


Yet here deſpair but ho!ds a tranſient ſway, 


Fai:h's an- beams pierec tie ſhades, and ſcatter day: 


( Roa } 


Mild ſenſibility, with pity's eye, 
Drops the meek tear, and heaves the melting ſigh ; 
His hallow'd ſtrains the tendereſt joys impart, 
Wound, and yet pour the balm which heals the heart ; 
Attun'd to ſympathy, its chords vibrate, 
To * Lucia's ſorrows, and { Philander's fate. 
So ſouls congenial, to each other known, 
Take the ſame mould, and mingling, are but one. 
So for || Narciſla, bleſt with every grace, 
His fond ſolicitude, we ardent trace ; 
So exquiſitely touch'd each moving ſcene, 
| We ſee it paſs, as it had recent been 
With trembling hand, the clue he gives us, keep, 
And weep, and read, yet read, and love to weep : 
But when by ſuperſtitious madneſs torn, 
Decorum's bounds he wildly ſeems to ſcorn ; 
The 
* Night che Sixth. & Night the Second. 
| Night the Third. 


( 103 ) 
The mixt emotions which his ſoul engage, 
Impatſon'd fondneſs, and indignant rage, 
Combin'd,—impreſs with force unfelt before, 
Paſhons which intereſt, and ſhake us more. | 
While hope like his, with heay'n-illumin'd eye, 
Gilds the ſad ſcene, with gleams of future joy; 
Preſent to hope the future bliſs appears, 
And landſcapes ſmile, where frown'd a vale of 
tcars. 
But when from earth elanc'd, on wing ſublime, 
Beyond the bounds of ſpace, or rolls of time, 
His views immenſe, a mind immenſe denote, 
Where * worlds on worlds in ether ſmoothly float, 
His bold, inquiſitorial fancy aids 
The facts, which cool philoſophy pervades ; 
Their rank, their laws, and morals to diſcloſe, 


Was his,—the talk his mighty genius choſe ; 
And 


> Night the Ninth. 


( 104 ) 

And where the ſtretch of thought can never come, 
His glowing fancy puſh'd inquiry home. 
But to attend him in the grand career, 
Exhauſts the ſtrength my feeble pinions bear ; 
In vain my aching eyes purſuc his flight, 
Loſt in th inſufferable blaze of light; 
fall, —in chains of admiration bound, | 
And fitence, ſpeaks a rapture moſt profound. 

Let the gay trifler, then, whom faſhion wins, 
The cobwebs love a ſpider poet ſpins, 
Gorge the vile traſh, ſuch vehicles obtrude, 
And ſwear, the pois'nous bane, is wholeſome food : 
Give me the verſe, that, wing'd with lightning's force, 
Pours on my ſoul its free, rcſiſtleſs courſe, 
Commands my paſſions, and with truth combin'd, 
Bright intuition flaſhes on my mind 


And as the varied ſtrains effuſe their light, 


Untold the latent ſprings to mental fight z 


( 105 ) 

Or ſeize at once the agitated heart, 

And ſhake the chords, diffus'd through every part.. 
This verſe, Oh, Young ! is thine, accept the praiſe, 
Though faint, my grateful heart to thee would raiſe. 

But when with pleaſing, ſolemn themes inſpir'd, 

The muſe impell'd, and all his boſom fir d; 

| Portray'd by him, the awful ſcenes are ſhewn, 

We feel the intereſting facts our own 3 

* 3 judge” * enthron'd, heaven's ſplendid hoſts 

array'd, | 

The ſeals unlcos'd, the mighty tomes diſplay'd, 

Aſſembled worlds, and haggard guilt's diſmay, 

Announce the“ pomp of that tremendous day.” 

Struck with the view, earth's gay illuſions fade, 

No more its blandiſhments the heart pervade 

But looſen'd now, tow'rds heaven our ſteps begin 

To move, and heaven receives the wanderer in. 

Nor 


Night the Ninth. 
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Nor can the moſt benighted ſouls miſtake, 
With light as luminous as ſun-beams make, 
The * path is mark'd ; his hand, like truth's pure ray, 
Points to the portals of eternal day. 

If ſin's empoiſon'd ſhafts the ſoul aſſail, 
Gilead's pure balm, alone, the wound can heal; 
Procur'd by him, whoſe mercy- ſmiling mien 
Gives { life eternal to the dead in fin: 
The boon receiv'd by humble, + precious faith, 
Compleats + © the Chriſtian's triumph over death "* 
Death's horrid ſting is drawn, nor guilt we find, 
But placid || © Conſolation,” fills the mind. 


Thus 


Night the Fourth. 


$1 John, v. 13.— Romans vi. 23. 


+ 2 Peter, i. I. 
The title of the Fourth Night. 
Title of the Ninth Night. 
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Thus with ſupreme, celeſtial ardor ſung, 


Of Man's true dignity, immortal Young |! 

Such ſtrains divine, ingenuous praiſe demand, 

Replete with truth momentous, various, grand; 

Inſtinctive taſte, and energy divine, | 
Taught thee to ſeize the heart, and make it thine: 

Ah! could I feel the pathos of thy theme, 


And half- participate the rapt'rous flame, 


Tranſported, would I quit terreſtrial joys, ? 
My fond, eliminated ſoul would rife, { 


And mounting, claſp thee in Empyreal ſkies. d 


VIRTUE. 


3 R T U E. 


Virtue; like Proteus, wears a thouſand ſhapes. 


ITH nice preciſion, Virtue to define, 


And draw, correctly, the impervious line 
Which marks its bounds, to aſcertain its claim, 
From the ſmooth ſemblance which aſſumes its name, 
Demands the ſtudious thought while fancy, gay, 
Chaſtis'd by reaſon, ſtrews with flowers the way. 
Virtue, mild, ductile form, with eaſe receives 
Whatever ſtamp capricious Faſhion gives z 
Her varied, plaſtic hand, to things the ſame, 
Aſſigns diſtinctions, mark'd with many a name; 
But where a glaring diſſonance obtrudes, 
One term, repugnant qualities includes. 


50 fuſve metal, ſirſt preper'd by art, 


Takes whate'er form the chymiſt's hands impart ; 
| The 
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The wond'rous proceſs, in tranſmuting, ſhews 
Ten thouſand ſhapes, and denſities, and hues ; 
With baſeſt ore, he mimics gold at will, 
The tinſel glitters, though tis tinſel ſtill. 
On Virtue thus diſcordant minds deſcant, 
The pulpit claims it, tis the ſtage's rant ; 
The muſe's darling, the mild virgin's boaſt, 
The hero's glory, and the drunkard's toaſt ; 
Too oft" the modern patriot's ſpecious theme, 
The moral ſage's lore, the Chriſtian's pureſt flame. 
Divines, endu'd with philoſophic light, 
Virtue define © th' unerring rule of right:“ 
"Tis wiſdom's true criterion juſtly view'd, 
« Fitnefs of things,” or © moral rectitude ;” 
Benevolence ; a thirſt for honeſt fame, 
To win the meed of an immortal name; 


True magnanimity of ſoul, which bears, 


With ſtoic firmneſs, life's moſt adverſe cares ; 


2 Flies 


y 
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Flies vicious obloquy, whoſe nobler plan 
Supports the mighty © dignity of man; 
A law eternal, fix d by reaſon's rules, 
Long ſince defin'd with poinp in ethic ſchools: 
Virtue, all rationals imbibe at birth, 
Tho! habit proves its more intrinſic worth. | 
Thus Nature's growth ſpontaneous can produce. 
Virtue ſublime, matur'd alone by uſe. 
Thus ancient Socrates, illuſtrious ſage, 
tands high-diſtinguiſh'd in the moral page; 
A flame fo bright, ſo pure, ſo ſtrong in man, 
Ne'er glow'd, ſince time his rolling courſe began. 
So might Arachne, when, with fatal care, 
She weaves the web which forms the ſubtle ſnare, 
Contend, wich dint of words, the living line, 
Though exquiſitely fram'd, is firm, as fine; 
But touch the flimſy thread which fate involves, 
And the looſe texture to the touch diſſolves; 


Lmblem 


6 pre: 3 
Emblem of Virtue, when, with rigid pains, 
We ſpin the ſyſtem, from our own fond brains, 
With rapture view the rißng, beauteous frame, 
Which melts when touch'd by revelation's beam. 

Virtue, of unaffiſted reaſon born, | 
Paſſion (rude cenſor) tramples on with ſcorn 
The ſtubborn will deranges every plan, 
Drawn by the untaught, reaſoning pride of man; 
The happieſt theory, ſpeculation knows, 

Reduc'd to action, human weakneſs ſhows. 

E'en Socrates, whoſe tomb freſh odours breathes, 
Has tarniſh'd Virtue's amaranthine wreaths ; 
Though heaven forbid, that, with invidious aim, 
I wound the living, or the dead defame ; 

Yet, truth records, beyond the plea for ſtrife, 


The laſt, frail trait of his devoted life, 


Mark's 


(5 208- ) 
Mark'd with what only flaviſh fear allows, 
A blind attachment to unkallow'd vows.* 

Not that the Virtues his great ſoul diſplay'd, 
Untutor'd reaſon's documents convey'd ; 
Where Nature riots in her lawleſs courſe, y 
The tainted ſtreams announce a turbid ſource ; _ 
Where Nature's hand alone hath ſown the ſeeds, 
The produce what ? a pompous waſte of weeds: 

A purer principle his breaſt refin'd, 

Superior light illum'd his manly mind; 

His will, by nobler energies endud, 

Felt a pure bias, Nature would preclude 5 

Drawn, not compell'd, he own'd the mild control, 
And heaven-born Virtue dawn'd upon his ſoul. 5 
Virtue, the patriot cries, with Taming: zeal, 


Is only founded i in the common-weal; 
1 


* Alluding to the „ which he made to his friend oy that 
he would ſacrifice a cock to Eſculapius, 0 


( 143” 4 
Whoſe ruling paſſion, fir d with freedom's cauic, 
Maintains her rights, her liberties, and laws; 
Whoſe ſoul in greateſt dangers firmly ſtood, 
Whoſe views all centre in his country's good ; 
From ſelf abſtracted, and from party ſree, 
No foes he fears, but thoſe of liberty | 
Cloſe to his heart, is Magna Charta preſt, \ 
Such Virtue animates his glowing breaſt. 
Had this, diſintereſted Virtue ſhone, 

Brutus had claim'd the goddeſs all his own ; 
Brutus, high-walking on patrician ground— 
Virtue in him, a ſteady patron found 
Tutor'd in philoſophic ſchools, from whence 
He learn'd great Twlly's flow of eloquence ; | ; 
Nor reſted there, an orator confeſt, : | 
For friendſhip warm'd, and courage fir'd Eis breaſt 
Great Rome enſlav'd he ſaw with deep regret, 
His great ſoul labour'd to avert its fate; 

II 


( 444 ) 

The ſleps his daring mind with ardor trac'd, 
A nnounc'd the-patriot, nor the man diſgrac'd 3 
Cæſar enthron'd, the awful ſenate round, 
He ſaw ; nor could the ſcene his ſoul confound z 
Nor gratitude to Cæſar's perſon due, 
Dimm'd the bright, public object of his view; 
His ſtubborn Virtue, private ends diſclaim's, 
And Rome, and liberty, his breaſt inflam'd; 
Thus, unappall'd, the patriot ſhaft he drew, 
lmpell'd by freedom's force, the lightning flew, 
And blaſled Czfar : nor could bounty charm, 
Nor fear ſuſpend the patriot's vengeful arm. 

Yet on Phillipi's plain, by fate ſubdu'd, 
How chang'd his tone,—inſpir'd by ſolitude : 
* Oh, ſolid Virtue! long for thee I ſought, 
For thee I bled | for thee I bravely fought ! 
* But, ah! too late I find (corroding ſmart!) 


„A flecting ſhade, an empty name thou art; 


«c By 
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hy all deſerted; now, my ſad remains, 
* What worlds could ſcarcely hold, a cave contains. 

The ſons of Mars, with equal right proclaim, 
That Virtue centres in the rolls of fame 3 
Patriots, with flippant cloquence may ſight, p 
But only ſteel; ſecures our country's tight ; 
The brave, to conquer, dares the hoſtile foc, 
Fearleſs he ſtands, nor ſhuns th' impending blow; 
But firſt in danger, through the ranks he flies, 
Intrepid courage, conduct well ſupplies; 
Nor clouds of {moke, nor duſt, his arm can ſtay, 
Through ſeas of blood, the hero clears his way; $ 
And conq'ring, triumphs 'midſt the purple ſtream, 
From lacerated foes, whoſe wounds proclaim 
The unconteited trophies of his fame. 

Alike the hero, whoſe contraſted fate, 
-Spurr'd on by glory, ſcorns a baſe retreat; 
By all deſerted, every effort try'd, | 


- Surrounding legions, ſtem the warrior's pride; 


Borne 


DN 116 ) 
Borne down by numbers, ſpent with loſs of blood, 
"He falls—a victim for his country's good; | 

Nor unreveng d he falls ; the crimſon plain, 
Atteſts his triumph, preſs'd with heaps of ſlain. 

What Virtue juſtly merits ſuch applauſe, 
As this dear ſaeriſice to Virtue's cauſe ? 
Whoſe unſupported proweſs, legions dar'd— 
Such © Virtue, ever has i its own reward : 22 
His deathleſs name, | which wreaths of laurel crown, 
To future ages ſhall be handed e. * | 
A ſtanding monument of valour try'd, 
The nation's darling, and his kindred's pride. 

The jovial ſons of Bacchus, next, declare, 
That Virtue's roſy wreath, alone, they wear 
That Virtue, heaven's high gueſt, was ne'er conſign'd 
To mori ſteis fierceſt of the human kind 3 


Their generous minds, irdignant, ſpurn the thought. — 


8 found, Fwveet-imiling, 3 in the ſocial draught; 
When 


G 
When f-ft cemented o'er the flowing bowl, 
Friendſhip, and Virtue; reign in every fouly 
A Virtue, cloſely twining round the heart, 275 
Friendſhip, which death itſelf can never part. 
So the great Epicurus wiſely thought, 
And the mild leſſon to his pupils taught; | 
Seated beneath the garden's gay alcove, 11 
(Where verdant ſmiles the gently-waving grove z (4 
Where tremulous, the ſtreams mean@ring play, 
And change their ſoft ſhades with the varying ray, 
Reflect with fainter hues, the flowers; or trees, 
Which drink the ſtream, or whiſper to the breeze; 
Where ſmiling ſpring, her ſpangled veſt aſſumes,” ' 
Shews her rich tints, and ſheds her ſweet perfumes; 
Where the cool zephyrs, o'er the landſcape ftray, 
And fan the boſom of the glowing day; 


Where the long viſta's terminating bound, 
Fills the fond eye with ſptendid ſoenes around; 


Blue 
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Blue hills, whoſe lengthen'd diſtanee ſhrouds their 
Melt into miſt, and fwim before the fight - (height, 
Tremendous rocks, coeval with old time, 

Lift their large fronts, and em to frown ſublime; 
Expanded lakes, whoſe lucid mirrots ſ.oß 7 
The ſun's bright imagg, or the radiant bow; 
Enamell'd vales, white flocks; luxuriant fields. 
And the wild ſeenery, genial Nature yields, 

He talk'd of Virtue, with endearing ſmiles, N 
Relax d the tone of Virtue's rigid toils; 5 Pitt 
Said, that ſoft eaſe congenial grew with man, 
Andthe mild eſſe uo form'd, of Nature's plan; 
That when young health redundant ſwells the veins, 
Heaven bids ustaſte the bliſs which heaven ordains ; ' 
That pleaſure to enjoy, is ours below, Wl 
(Sweet pleaſure the chief good the gods beſtow) * 
In every varying mode, which meets the eye, | 


Vrieadihip, wine, beauty, or comvivial joy 
= TE 
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That this is Virtue,—that the churl's rough tone, 
Defeats the end for which the bubbles blown. 
Poor Virtue | who thy changes can, divine? 
Transferr'd from fighting fields, fo ſpackling wine; 

Self- love aſſerts its claim, howe er abſurd, 
And founded on the magic of a wr dz 
The flies, chat, lur d by luſeious ſcentgf cteam, 
Float on the ſurface of the dulcet ſtrem & 
And fearlels, fip.z a8 well may Virtue boaſt. 
As drunkards, puthing round the wanton toaſt; 
With elferveſeence hd, alike their claims 

_ Or drown'd in elaret, or abſorbh d in cream- 

The fair contengg hat Virtag's all hen] a, - 

It forms the myſtię, faſcinating. zone 7 : | 
That bluſh, which luſtre gives to every hart, 
Diſplays her conſcious innocence of heat 
That boſom, faireſt of the fairer king, / 


Is but a tranſcript of her purer mind; 


A mind. 
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A mind, unſullied as her lovely fa ge 
Virtue's mild eſſence, beams through every grace. 

Lucretia thus, to Roman Virtue known, 
In all the dignity of Virtue ſnone; e 44 og Abb 
Though her fair, violated form, was ſtain'd, | 
Full, conſcious purity, her ſoul'retain'd 3 *- 
Conjur'd, by weeping friends, to live ſublime, - -' - + 
She ſcorn'd the life, made wretched without crime; 
Burſt from the train, by virtuous ſhame betray'd, © 
And ruſh'd, indignant, on the reeking blade 
Twas not enough, her Virtue ſtood approv d,. 
The ſemblance, more than life itſelf, ſhe lov'd 1 . 
Diſhonor'd by the rage of brutal luſt i,, 
She ſought a ſure aſylum in the duſt ::: + 
Self- ſacriſicd the ſpotleſs victim fell! 
And fame's loud blaſt; her deathleſs honors ſwell. 

We give the bluſhing fair- one deference due, 


And own the definition partly true; 


einn 

If modeſty forſake the yielding maid, 
Whatever graces glitter, Virtue's fled . 
Yet to aſſert, a ſingle, blooming ſhoot, 
Combines entire, the branches, ſtem; and root; 
That onebright trait, how brilliant eber it Es 
Forms the aſſemblage, Virtue pure combines; 
Reaſon rejefts—no part includes the Whole, 
Nor chaſtity alone, form Virtue's W hy 

Such are the candidates ſor virtuous! FRO 
And ſuch the pleas adduc'd to prove their claim. 
But ah ! proud ſelf is the impelling cauſe, 
Their aim ambition, and the world's zpplauſe; | 
Strangere'to ſolid Virtue, each remain, 
Specious their claims, yet futile all, and vain z | 
Virtue, to ſentiments ſublimer moves, 
Flies pompous fame, nor che world's plaudits loves. 
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Rae modern Vp ee eee 
Lives by his breath, and with his breath expires 3, ; 
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80 ambiguous is the term Virtue, in the preſent day, that it ſeetms 
to be almoſt as unſuſceptible of accurate definition, as the ſubſtantial 
« forms“ of the Peripatetics : Looſe and indeterminatein its princi- 
ples, and ſe xery biberal and acoompmudatipg in; its precepts {ypc 
votaries, ſoftening the more delicate ſhades of holineſs, and ſin, into 
each other, elude that diſtinction between them, which ought to be 
ſacredly preſerved ; nothing being left for the incautious eye to diſcri- 
minate, but the prominent features of each.— The author has too fre- 
quently obſerved, that its warmeſt admirers, when declabming in its 
praiſe, have either forgotten, that piety, was the divine fource from 
which genuine Virtue flovrs, or have ſmil'd when piety, or the love 
of God, has been inſiſted on, as the foundation upon which the heau- 
teous fabric of Virtue can be erected. That afferyon of the apoſlle 
Paul's, They who live in pleaſure, are dead while they live,” ſeems 
to be ſo far inverted in our. modern ideas af Victue f s- do form; 30 
eſtential ingredient of it. Habits of gayity, and profuſion, are far from 
being unfavorible to modern Virtue, if varnih' with the ſmooth gloſs 
of liberal ſentiments, exquiſite feelings, ang delicacy of taſte ; or ſpau- 
gled over with the ſhining traits of oſtentatious benevolence, inſtinctive 
1mpathy, or outrageous patriotiſm. To glance at the neceſſity of 
<* fearing God,” that we may © work righteouſneſs,” is to hazard the 
imputation of being deem' d an illiterate fanatic, an inſidious hypocrite, 
or an Nliberal higot. As theſe ſentiments may not accord with the taſte 
of every reader, the author begs leave to take the fame liberty. of 
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Tir iluſive meteor's fla, our diſtant ven, ö; 
Fondly miſtakes, for truth's unerring clue ; 
We wind th' intangling maze with anxious beet, ö 
The dazzling-mced: ef all our toils to greet; 
High beats the pulfe of fond ſolicitud s, 
And young defires, the dubious thought preehude 3 
Hope gildg-the proſpect, ſooths prudential fears, 
But ah! the pleaſing ſcenery diſappears, [mis d, 
To hope's prompt eye, Where blooming landſcapes 
Scorn'd truth, exhibits the bleak, barren wild; 


Error” 6. 


thinking freely.on religious Cs which FER (conſiſtently enough 
with their, and bis own principles) glory i in aſſuming. Wherever he 
ſees temperance, probity, and moral reckitude, practiced, Whatever 
different views, ſuch. characters may have of the Goſpel, ccnſidered 40 
ſyſtem of doctrines, he ſincerely rejoices. The reader is requeſted to 
give ſome attettiou ti tit note, [ud in the fubſequent/ piece, where 
modern Virtue is perſonified, the, outlines here Fetch'd, are fill'd 
up with a variety of remarks : Asto their propriety, he muſt leave is 
to the candour of the trader ; only requeſting the raider of taſte, to 
div eſt himſelf of any prejudice, which a poilible difference in Religious 
fentiments may inſenſibly * While he prmaſes itsn the Vght of 
a we 142 
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Error's falſe light, held out our way to mou, 
Involves our ſteps i in labyrinths of woe; 
Juſt as we think of bliſs ſecure we are, 
Then down we plunge i in gulphs of black deſpair; 525 i) 
Such ſpecious baits, unthinking mortals charm, l | F 
And dupe the votary, unappriz'd of harm. _— 

Virtue defin'd, is more than empty name, 
The wit's chimera, or the poet's dream; | 
Virtue's true eſſence, ever will endure, 
The ſhade it flies, the ſubſtance holds ſceure : 
een 
From the great ſovereign author of our lives „ 
Its nature, ſpring, and origin, we trace 
From Hi im, whoſe preſence fills unbounded bee, 13 
Great fount of good, the only wiſe, and tre, 0 
Who calls to * Virtue, and to glory too; 275 


A path, perverted reaſon never trod, 
Its * principle, the love of | God; A 
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Love its celeſtial fount, whence, ever wide, 
Flow Virtue's ſtreams, in every varying tide ; 
Fix'd on the adamantine baſe of truth, 55 
Fair Virtue blooms in everlaſting youth ; 
Exalted on the pedeſtal divine, 

On worlds diffus d, her radiant glories ſhine. 
Whatever prudent is, or ſtrictly juſt, 

Of good report, or faithful to its truſt ; 
Whate'er of lovely meets our eyes, or pure, 
Or peaceable, perennial, or ſure; | 
If Virtue whole, or part, is here expreſt, 

All ſweetly centre in the chriſtian's breaſt 3 


Fraught with this heavenly Virtue, god-like mind, 


He thinks no ill, but loves all human kind; 
geeks not by merit his own worth to raiſe, 
But only glories in his maſter's praiſe 3 8 


The ſerpent's wiſdom, and the dove's ſoft; peace, | 


Conſpicuous ſhine in his expreſſive tabe; 
392 41 . i 


(426) 
He glories not in vicious age, nor out 
But triumphs in the ſacred word of truth; -/ 
Hopes to participate the boundleſsbliſs, 
Reſery'd for all, whom God ſelects for his; 
Hopes too, the beſt, a brother's caſe will bear. 
Stops the wing'd ſlander, in its mad career; Mine n 
Extracts the poiſon, or if guilt he find 
Soft ty pours the balm-which heals the mind';- -- 
Believes whate'er his gracious God reveals 
Nor pertly aſks him why f where reaſon fails: 
Too wiſe his God to be deceiv'd, too high, 
Too good to call him, to believe a lie; 
Walks with mild ſirmneſs, nes emdeven road, 
Nor ſinks beneath the preſſure oſ his load 
Surveys its chequer'd ſcenes-with placid eye, 
Nor aſks for colours of a brighter die; 
Goodneſs the tiſſue weaves, and who in ſtead, 
Would wiſh to change the colqur of a thread? 


Peace, 


( 29 ) 
Peace, pardan, heaven are his, though INES, 
The croſs his glory is, its ſhame his cre-wny © 
Like wifdom's pleaſing ways, his joys F nereaſe, 
His flowery paths are paths of perfect peace; | 
Strong faith, fond hope, and ever bloc ming love, 

In Virtue's paths are ſweetlyinterwove; oh 
Should incredulity with triumph ax 
Produce the living law ? be mine the ta ſæ; 
Though equal powers Ihumbly diſavow, 

Yet pure intention ſmooths the critie's Dro-; | 
Who fainteſt hopes indulge, ſhall hope in van, 
When God enſhrin'd in man, demand; theftrain z 
Concentrate all man's powers when mo ſt refin'd, * 
Sublime thoſe powers, conſummate thus the mind 
Take mi ghty Gabrieb's bright, inventive flame, 


(Gabriel, deputed to announce his narae) 


While heaven itſelf, the pencil pure ſupplies, 
Dipt in the tints of rich cterulean dies; 


( 126 ) 


The portrait drawn, his glories far ſurpaſs, + 
Whoſe life all Virtue, all perfection was; 
Whoſe wiſdom gives the goſpel ſcheme to view, 
Illuſtrious founder, and great pattern too; 
Exertion ſhrinks, by conſcious awe repreſt, 
Admiring ſilence, paints perfection beſt. 

But Fletcher, (chough inurn'd his aſhes lie) 
Speaks to the world in ſtrains which never die "Ip 
Him, (proud to ſing) I hail with trembling ſtrings, 
Unknown to prelates, unſeduc'd by kings; 

But known, rever'd, by his dependant poor, 

Cloſe crowding round kis hoſpitable door; 

They felt his bounty, prov'd his anxious care, 

And heard him bleſs cham, with a patriarch's prayer ; 
His life in ſmooth progreſſive currents ran, 

True to his God, benevolent to man ; | 

Ardent, devotion's higheſt bliſs to prove, 

One bright, pure flame of undiſſembled love; 


His 


( 129.) 

His poliſh'd mind was chearful, as ſincere, 
Yet check d with awe, and amiably ſevere : 
Methinks I ſee him lift his reverend eye; 

Or breathe to heaven the interceding ſigh ; 
This moment wrapt in deep abſtracted thought 
Perhaps the next, with bſping children caught, 
Mild precepts give, with condeſcenſion mock, 


9 


And mildeſt gleams of pleaſure, fluſh. his Check 3 


Fird, vet untouch'd by wild fanatic flames, 


His hallow' d brealt the pureſt rapture claims; 


Firm, yet from {uperſtitious triling free, 

Calm, yet a foe to dull formality 3 RP 
Liberal (not lax) his highty-cultyr 4 mind, 

Warm, but mad zeal to bigots he reſign d: 


o 


Heaven ſaw his virtues crowd life” narrow fae 


And ſtampt the faint with glory s ei -adlefs ſeal. - 


Hail ! too, the man, heaven' 5 „ bel 


In __ ſent, to blunt the ſhaft of woe; „ 


1 


74 


e 


2545 7 8; 
While 


( $39 ) 


While pamper'd pride, voluptuous ſenſe to pleaſe, 
Stretch'd on her ſofa, quaffs luxurious eaſe; 
Bleſs'd with the god-like power of doing good, 

He, like his maſter, deems it more than food 3 
Stern juſtice leads him to her dark domains, 

And howling miſery, clanks with joy her chains; 
Though guilt's fell ſcourge purſues its legal courſe, 
He heals the ſtripes, and mitigates their force. 

Foe to diſtinction vile, of colour, clime, 

He mourns the man, yet exeerates the crime; 
Where brooding ſickneſs hangs her drooping eyes, 
Young health ſprings forward, and the demon flies 92 
The eyes which ſee him, bleſs his riſing fame, 
And the heart beats with joy, at Howard's name. 
Oh ! may'ſt thou long enjoy bright fame's awards, 
Thy fame, oft' ſung by more illuſtrious bards; 
Fair Virtue, truth, philanthropy divine, 

In all their god-like attributes, are thine ; 


{ 232 
For me, accept a ſcantling leaf of praiſt, 
Loſt in the foliage of thy: richer bays. 


Oh | chou, whoſe ſteps are found in Virtue's:voad, 


Virtue thy choice, thy friend the living Gd; 
By grateful actions, heaven's eſteem ſecure, 
Give heed to make thy free election ſureʒ; 


God's choice it er ſprung from worth poſſeſ l by the, 


Since, like Himſelf, whate' er he gives is free; 
Merit in thee, tis true; no claim van have, 
Yet baſe returns may cancel all he gave; 
Follow fair Virtue, ſhun ſedueing lies, 
Leſt devious ſteps, H aver loſe the prize. 

Oh! that the world, profſcribing-itnpious vice, 
Would make fair Viteue their exalted/ohviee 3 
Virtue ſhould then op fame's triumphal ear, 

And meekly foil the thinderboks of war; 
Through the wide earth her placid currents roll, 
And wind the genial ſtisams from pole 20 pole; 

| | Burt 
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( 132 ) 
Burſt the weak mounds, ambition's toil ſuſtains, - 
And pour her urn of plenty o'er the plains ; 
With ſmoothneſs glide her interſecting courſe, 
And purge urbanity's polluted ſource ; 
Fierce man to ſocial intercourſe reca!, 
And mould to one, the hoſtile hearts of all : 
Bid the mild bloſſoms of ſoft candour bloom, J- 
On the red ſcourge which ting'd the martyr's tomb ' 
To vigour wake each latent power of mind, 
By truth illumin'd, and by taſte refhn'd ; 
Bid tyrants give theif bleeding country reſt, 
And patriot paſſions, animate. the breaſt : - : 
Bind round coercive ſceptres, with applauſe, 
The manly code of freedom's equal laws; 
Her glowing energies of ſou! impart, 
And the dear charter ſtamp on every heart; 
Yet with unezring, cantious hand define, 


The nice extreme of ſreedom's duhious line; 


Suſpend 


( 133 ) 
Suſpend with wall-pois'd hand, the awful ſcale, 
That * freedom, Virtue, truth,“ alone prevail; 
Leſt wild licentioaſneſs, with aſpect gay, 
Smile but to ſooth, and ſooth but to betray ; 
Leſt faction bold (to innovation true) 
Blot the bleſt chart, which Virtue's pencil drew; ; 
While anarchy, with mad chaotick ſpleen, 
Confounds, deſtroys, and riots o'er the ſcene : 
Virtue ſhall then falſe glory's gay robes tear, | | 
Daſh her frail form, and dim her tinſel glare; | 
Sweep, with indignant hand, from honor's ſhrine, | 


The varniſh'd ſemblance of a trait divine; 
Sow, of young ſcience, the celeſtial ſeeds, 
And guard the plants from ſophiſtry's foul weeds z; | 
Eye with fond rapture, every opening flower, | 
(Screen'd from the blaſts of error's blighting power 3); 
Shake in the lap of emulative youth, 4 


The rich, ripe treaſure of immortal truth; * 


* See Dr. Price's patriotic Sermon on the Revolution. 


( 334 ) 
Bid largo benevolence her care expreſaʒ 
For thoſe who groan, beneath their big diſtreſs 3; 
Bid ſympathy, exgand her opening heart, 
And claim in everyrgrief atender part; 
While wealth, with liberal hand for each provides, 
With whom pale penury, or want, raſides:;. 
Virtue ſhall then her. cheering ſtreams diffuſe, 
As the blue vapours droꝑ their drizzling dewss 
As the ſoft clouds their genial drops diſtil, 
On the green herb, which grows on Hermon's hill; 
On infant raaſon pour inſtructionꝰs ray, 8 
And tear the veil of ignorance away 
Of bleſſings be an everlaſting ſource, 
And give to precent, allexample's force; 
Stand firſhtoanimate:the-good defign, 
Crown the warm wiſh, and prove the-deed-divinez. 
Exert her energies, to aid the cauſe, 
Which heavenapproves, while heaven enſures applauſe; 
| Shall 


| F 

Shall bid the turpitude of vice appear, 
To damp our folly, and awake our fear; 
Preſent a hope, that makes the wretched ſmile, 
Tender ſalvation to the loſt, and vile; 


Wipe the big tear from forrow's ſtreaming eyo, 
And ſooth the breaft which heaves with many a figh; 
With merey's voice ſalute the finner's ears, 
„ Behold the lab, and diſſipate your fears; 
Believe the record,” h and “ beheving, hve,” + 
“Receive the Grace,” f and © God the glory give.“ 
Shall bid each boſom, pure affection prove, 
And every paſſion of the foul be love; 
Bid truth's mild fway control the yielding heart, 
Stamp its full name, its effence pure impart ; . 
While each meek temper, and endearing grace, 
Mark the diſciples of the“ Prince of Peace.” 

Thus 


John i. 36. 5 1 Epiſt. John, v. 11. f John v. 12. 4 Rom. xvi. 27. 
| 2 Corinth, vi. f. 


( 236 ) 

Thus ſhall fair Virtue rule with ſway benign, 
While time rolls round, or ſuns revolving, | ſhine 1 
And thus incongruous man combin'd, ſhall Prove 
'The truth of Virtue, and the bliſs of love; 

Feel the pure peace from Virtue's fount which ſprings, 
And glance with pity,, on the pomp of kings 

Circle her hallow'd ſhrine, with votive lays, 

And ſwell the ſounding chords to ſacred i ; 
While borne on floating rapture's balmy gales, 

Rich, fragant incenſe, the fond heart exhales; 

Till the big joy unable to ſuſtain, | 

We proſtrate {all before her awful fane; 

Expreſs, with lent Joy, th' extatic tear, | 


And heaven's own bliſs felicitates us here. 


. 
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(_ 097 1 
THE SUPREME GO O D, 
a2·ͤ˙ Oe GST 1s 3 
Ow few there are, who think alike, 
Such various views the ſenſes ſtrike; 
All partial to themſelves, proclaim 
The thing they love, the good, ſupreme, 
Each with avidity purſues | 
The favorite object of his views; 
And by anticipation bleſt, 
Exults in pleaſures unpoſſeſt. 
While thus to ruminate inclin'd, 
With thought intenſe, and lab'ring mind — 
Why if by Nature's hand impreſt, 
All minds with equal powers are bleſt; 
Such claſhing, wild purſuits, engage 
The freaks of youth, or whims of age: 
Is it becauſe the ae machine, | 


In varying ſubjeQs, various ſeen, 


A new 


( 138 ). 
A new direQion gives to ſouls; 
And all its native powers controls? 
We know the duſt which forms our frame, 
(Admit the eſſence is the ſame) 
Arrang'd with ſlighteſt difference, leaves 
Harſh diſcords, which the eye perceives ; 
Thus in the human maſs, we trace 
Diſtinctions, mark'd in every face, 
And oft' an obvious index ſeen 
Of paſſions, turbid, or ſerene ; 
Of minds, phlegmatick, fierce, or gay, 
Carking, or liberal as day. 
Is it, that circumſtance alone, 
Gives tempers their appropriate tone; 
Indifferent leaves innumerous things, 
But ſtrikes with force, peculiar ſtrings ? 
Thus rich, thus poor, thus high, and low, 


Not only jarring intereſts ſhow, 


But 


( 99 y 
But call'd 9p:;nions to diffuſe, 
Would ſtrangely vary in their views. 
Is it, that objects from without, 
Aſſign to life a different route; 
Urg'd by their force; the yielding brain, 
The ſtrokes coercive muſt retain? 
The image thus vibrating ſtrong, 
Impels the judgement, right, or wrong; 
That this the bias gives to ſouls, 
Nor impotent free- will oontrols; 
Their motions governs, prompts their views; 
Nor leaves them liberty to chuſe. 
Can habit, which-we often find” 
Foſters by ſlow degrees the mind, 
Imprint ideas, which diſgrace 
The intellects of human race? 
Is it, that prejudice, (a fiend; 
Whoſe hand, by fury mark'd, has glean'd 


( 140 ) 
A thouſand errors, and whoſe hate 
Purſucs us like relentleſs fate, 
Warps to obliquity the mind, 
Contracts its powers, and ſtrikes it blind, 
Wrong movements to volition gives, 
While foe to evidence it lives; 
Delights in ipſe dixit dire, 
And an opponent dooms to fire ?) 
ls it, that prejudice inſtil'd = 
in bigot minds, with paſſion {ili'd, 
Choaks up each avenue of ſenſe, 
And gives to nonſenſe bold pretence ? 
Is each, or all combin'd, the cauſe, 
Which man to thwarting difference draws ? 

Each may, perhaps, its influence claim, 

As time, and chance, direct the ſtream 
But if the cauſe is latent ſtill, 
Th' effects are ſeen on human will; 


Moulded 


( 142 ) 

Moulded fo various, each purſues, 
With ardor, his peculiar views. 

So the nice time- piece, fram'd by art, 
And complicate in every part, 
Is ſtill intended to produce 
One ſimple end, and nobleſt uſe ; 
Its motions uncomplex'd we view, 
Are ſimple, equable, and true 
But if the changeful air, or ſtrain, 
Derange the ſpring, or break the chain, 
Loſt is the ſpring's elaſtic force, 
Nor wheel revolves its circling courſe; | 
Should ſlow- corroding duſt pervade 
The central wheels, from ſight convey d, 
Or accident with ſhock ſevere, 
Break the minuteſt movement there, 
Unhing'd the whole machine we ſee— 
Its varying fingers diſagree z 


( 242 ) 

Too flow, or rapid, moves the time, 
And ſpoils the artift's ſk ili ſublime. 

Thus loft in labyrinth of thought, 
My ſteps a ſafe aſylum ſought, 
Nor long; inſenſibly Iſtray d 
Beneath an oak's eapacious ſhade; 
Here ſcreen'd from/Sol's.meridian ray, 
In ſoft recumbent eaſe I lay 
For ſleep his magic power impreſs d, 
And gently olos'd-my eyes d reſt; 
Reaſon her mental fway:reſign'd, 
While mimic fancy leads the mind 
Through ſhifting ſcenes, which reaſon's eye, 
| Too dull, could never yet deſery; 
Methought (as {till in muſing vein) 
I travers'd o'er a ſpacious plain ; 
All that could give the eye delight, 
Pour'd their rich ſcenes upon the ſight; 


The 


( 243 ) 
The dewy lawns, the flow'ry wales, 
Were fann'd with aromatic gales; 
The purling rills, che pendant rocks, 
And ſhepherds with their downy flocks, 
The ſpicy ſhrub, the lofty pine, 


The ſpreading, purple-cluiter'd vine, 
The gold-ting'd peach, (melliſſuous fruit) 


Spontaneous as the ſprouting ſhoot, 
The grot, whoſe excavated ſeat 
Precludes the ſun's iutenſeſt heut, 
Where lambs for cooling ſhelter run, 
And bards the flaming mid-day ſhun, 6 
The tow'ring lark, whoſe vocal throat 
Drowns philomel's ſaft, plaintive note, 
The ſwains enraptur'd join the lay, 
And ſweet affettuoſos play; 


While nymphs their melting voices ſuit, 


Symphonious, to the warbling flute 3, 


Bencath 


—— —— AB ee >, 


( 144 ) 

Beneath a ſloping mountain's ſhade, 
A ſtately manſion roſe, diſplay'd, 
Superb, magnificently neat, 
With ſtrength and faametry replete, 
And art with artleſs Nature vies, | 
T' improve the taſte, with fond ſurprize, 
By foreſight plann'd, and not conjecture, 
A maſter-piece of architecture; 
Proportion rear'd the ample frame, 
And Juſtice was the owner's name. 

There with delight I urg'd my way, 
To take . more minute furvey, 
And through an avenue I ſtray'd, 
Which now a ſpacious room diſplay'd, 
Where a grand ſynod ſat; by name, 
Religion, Virtue, Learning, Fame, 
Pleaſure, and Wealth, (how rare a fight!) 


For once, together now unite, - 


To 


( 145 „ 
To meet, and finally agree, 
Who jultly claim'd precedency; 
Juſtice ſat arbitrator by, 
'The merits of each cauſe to try ; 
Impartial truth the ſcale ſuſpends, 
While his right arm the ſword extends, | 
To wound his foes, to guard his lriends. 
Scarce had each claimant took kis ſcat, 
When Fame began the grand debate; 
No ſoften'd looks his brows diſguiſe, 


"Twas vengeance darted from his eyes 
K | The 


* The author was aware of the objections which criticiſm would 
make to his having perſonified Fame in the maſculine gender : The 
ſame animadverſion will apply to pleaſure. The convenience of the 
terms, and his almoſt uniform adherence to thoſe peculiar modifications 
of them, military ambition, and voluptuous conviviality, prompted him 
to the violation, Theſe Poems make no pretenſions to ſuperlative 
excellence: yet to ſhrink from criticiſm, is unmanly ; and thoſe who. 
affect to deprecate it, are too often the votaries of voluntary humility, 
To treat it with contempt, betrays fear, concealed behind the maſk of 


Tupercilious haughtineſs ; and to make apologies, in an age faſtidions 


and enlightened as the preſent, can only procure to the author tha: 


* 
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( 146 ) 
The laurel wreaths his temples crown, 
Expreſſive of his high renown z 
The ſword, the lance, the ſeven-fold hield, 
Which herculean heroes wield, 
His arms ſuſtain ;z and filence broke, 
He to the following purport ſpoke. 

I hate theſe ſilken ſons of pleaſure, 
Theſe miſers with their ill-got treaſure ; 
Man pants for ory, and *tis fame 
Alone eternizes his name; | 
None but the ſouls of generous mould, 
Manly, inflexible, and bold, 


Can 


ſpecies of pity, which induces ſenſations more painful than thoſe occa- 
ſoned. by the ſevereſt ſtrictures. Splendid patronage, and fulſome 
cedication, have loſt their influence : the diſcerning public will appre- 
ciate the merit of productions, by their intrinſic excellence alone. It is 
better, therefore, for authors to, modeſtly ſolicit the kind hand of gene- 
rous criticiſm, to point out their faults, exhibit their beauties, and foſter 
every laudable attempt to communicate inſtructioꝑ or delight. If theſe 
Poems mould meet with the approbation of the Rune the author 


larends publiſhing another vglune. 
©: 


( 47 ) 

Can e'er with worthies take their feat, 
Or ſhine in angals of the great; 
Not the enervated, ſoft foul, 
Vho revels o'er the mantling bowl; 
He who would'totorfummit gain, 
Muſt danger ſeorn, muſt fear difdalt; 
A coward | what on earth's ſeverer? 
Life's dear, *tis true, but honors dearer. 

Survey the vaſt hiſtoric page, 
Recording trutii, from age to age, 
The page its brighteſt honors ſheds 
On, valour's high-ereQed heads, 
Unfolds their glories to our view, 
And echos admiration due; 
Old time (whoſe intervening ſhades, 
Nor merit's piercing beam Nr 
Eelipſes many a radiant blaze, * 0 


Nor ſcaree emits the blunted rays; 


{ 148 ) 
Yet guarantee to martial fame, 
Delights my triumphs to proclaim. 
From Nimrod, our illuſtrious guide, 
To high antiquity allied; 
To Pruſſia's Frederic, great in arms, 
Whoſe great ſoul ſwell'd with war's alarms, 
Stern fate ſat nodding on his plume, 
While carnage, hovering o er the tomb, 
Swept, with relentleſs hand, the brave, 
To the dark purlieus of the grave; | 
H's ſword's keen edge, pale terror bore, 
His ſteps were mark'd with human gore; 
Witneſs dire Zorndorff, fatal plain ! 
Impurpled with the deep-ting'd ſtain | 
Of the wild, rough, fierce Ruſs, whoſe blood, | 
Wide-ſtreaming, form'd a crimſon flood z 
(Wild as the deſarts they pervade, 
Which form a blca';, weaendows glade 
e Rough 


( 149 ) 
Rough as the craggy hill's ſteep fide, 
With ragged foreſts ſtretching wide 
Fierce as their own guant wolves, which prowl 
For prey, and through the deſart how 
He too, the Auſtrian power ſubdu'd, 
Than Ruſſia haughtier, (not fo rude} 
His proweſs, Fame ſhall loudly fing,” © 
Which prun d thy Imperial eagle's wing. 5 
Immortal Marlb' rough to withſtand, 
In vain try d Lewis, ſtil'd /e Grande; 
Competitors for Fame alone, 
In war's refulgent blaze they ſhone: © 
So, if compariſons we make, 
Only for illuſtration's ſake, 
(For fimilies may ſometimes do, 


When not in Nature ſtrictly true) 


11 two volcanos, roaring wide, 
In contact bellow, fide by fide, 


(- 159% )) 

The ſtrong colliſion ſhoots entire, 
From central deeps; their liquid fire; 
The. mingling ſlames in-cohamns riſe, 
And n ta conflagrate the ſłies; 
Thus they their hoſtile thundgrs hund, 
And hung in dread-ſuſpenſe the world- 

So Charles of Sweden, mighty name 
Whoſe boſom, fan d by glory 's flame, 
With rapture view d war's hideous form, 
And ſmil'd to ſee the burſting ſtorm; 
Tranſported heard the cannons roar, 
In thund'ring peals, from ſhore/to ſore; 
The clang of arms, th'-explading:mine, 


To him were muſic moſt, divine. 


So Alexander, matchleſs chief! 
Whoſe rapid conqueſts foil belief, 
Impell'd by Mars' all-conquering hand, 
Rolbd, like a tide, along tlie land- 


SY 


* 


Whate'er 


( gr ) 5 

Whate'er mad ſuperſtition dreams, 
Of comets” all- portentous ffimes, 
Wrapping the nations in à blaze, 
Of wild diſmay, or dread amaze, 
His arm puiſſant, realiz d, 
And fear-ſtruck kingdoms ſtood ſurpriz⁊ d; 
Immur'd within a ſcanty bound, 
This torrent burft the crumblfng tout; 
All Affa's regions own'd him lord, 
« And felt the lightning of Ns ford, 
The brighteſt ſteep of Fame atthin'd; 
He breattfd; and deathlefs glory gain'd 1 

While the dilmiafs; to glory blind, 
To blank obliviorr are confign's; 
Many, who empty titles bore, 


Have * liv'd, and dy'd"==we know no more; 


The rays of ſome, ſofaint are ſeen, 
As juſt to ſhew us they have been, 


- 


Hoſtile 


( 1594 ); | 

The ſtrong colliſion ſhoots entire, EIN 
From central deeps; their liquid fire; 343.9 
The. mingling ſlames in uns riſe, = | 
And ſeem ta conflagrate the ſłieʒ 7 © 
Thus they theigheſtile thunders hurt d, 
And hung in dread-ſuſpenſe the world. 

So Charles of Sweden, mighty name! 
Whoſe boſom, fann d by glory's lame, 
With rapture view d war's hideous form, 
And ſmil'd to ſee the bhurſting ſtorm; 


Tranſported heard the cannons roar, 


In thund' ring peals, from ſhore'to ſhore; 
The clang of arms, th exploding mine, 
To him were muſic moſt divine. 

So Alexander, matchleſs chief! 
Whoſe rapid conqueſts / fcil belief, 
Impell'd by Mars' all-conquering hand, 
Roll'd, like a tile, along tlie land: 


Whate'er 


61 31 . 

Whate'er mad ſuperſtition dreams, 
Of comets all- portentous flanits, 
Wrapping the nations in à blaze, 
Of wild diſmay, or drend amaze, 
His arm puiſſant, realiz d, 
And fear- truck kingdom tod furpri? c; 
Immur'd within a ſcanty bound, | 
This torrent burft the crumbling mound; 
All Affa's regions oven d him lord, 
« And felt the lightning of Ns ford; 
The brighteſt ſteep of Fame atthin*d; 
He breatrd; and deathleſs glory gad 

While the dif maſs; to glory blind, 
Jo blank oblivior are conſign'd; 
Many, who empty titles bore, 
Have © liv'd, and dyd e know no mbté; 
The rays of ſome, ſofaint are ſeen, ; 
As juſt to ſhew us they have been, 


Hoſtile 


1 
1 
© 
5 
U 
* 
* 


6152), 
Hoſtile to Fame, wrong paths they took, . - | 
And Fame has raz d them from her book 3 


Time, which abſorbs all other rays, 
Preſerves Fame's undiminiſh'd blaze. 
Numerous the precedents appear,— 

I wave it, as the facts are clear: 

To Juſtice, then, my cauſe Il leave, 
For truth muſt give it to the brave. 


Learning now roſe, with pale complexion, - 


By ſtudy made, and deep reflection; 
Sagacious his obſervant looks, 
And cumber'd round with heaps of books; 


Syſtems, plans, charts, and ancient maps, 


With globes, and ſcrollsof learned ſcraps; 
With animated warmth impreſt, 


He thus the candidates addreſt: 
Fame, if examin'd well, we ſind 


A bubble, puff d by every wind; 


Fond 


( 153: ), 

Fond fools are they, who truſt 3 . 

Of fortune's vain, precarious ſmiles : 

Scarce we aſcend the fancied tnrone, 

When lo! fell flander;huulawedoyra 3 

But Learning ſure tis ſomething more, 

Prolific Nature to explore, : 

And from her deep receſſes, draw 

The ſecrets of her hidden law.z 3]. ]̃ 

Whate'er the curious eye detects, 

Officious Learning cloſe inſpects; 

Minutely ſcrutinizes all, 

Which under cognizance may fall; 
Their latent cauſes to deduce, 

Relations, properties, and uſe. 

When blockhead ignorance wildly ſtares, - 

At ſomething new, which obvious glares, 

The ſtrange phenomenal view, 

And fmile to ſee them pals for new; 
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A cool inveſtigation make; * yoda pl 
To aſcertain what Hes they take 3 
In Nature's great continuous chaii; 
Thus ſimplify, and make all plain · 
Old Ocean's roaring Billows, too; 
My flexile powers with caſt ſubdue; 
By me, the ſhips'therr courſes run; 
And rocks, and ſhoals, and/quick-ſandsfhun ; 
The magnet's myſtic foree Idre r, 
To touch, and keop the needle true; a7 
Point to the ſteady northern pole, 
And the rough fattor's fears control; 
The fails of commerce expand 1 
And waft them ſafe to every land: 
Thus opeꝰ the intercourſe ſerene, 
With ſhores, where oceans roll'd between; 


Convenience, eaſe, and luxury, 


Are thus completely ſerv'd by me: 
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By me, the planets firſt were vie d, 


Their diſtance, powers, and magttitude; 
Immortal. Newton! Learning's pride, 
Th' invigorating tube apply d; 
The motions ſeann'd oF every ſtar, 

And ſaw the ſyſtem riſing fair; 

Saw truth, and harmony divine, 

With ſimpleſt elegance combine; 

Effects the nobleſt to produce, 

Deſtin'd for beauty, grandeur, uſe. 

The human mind, from me receives 
The poliſh, which refinement gives; 
When claſſics grace; or. genius frre, 
Man all his dignity acquires : 

And to immortalize the name, 

What equals literary fame? 

My power (ſo far from being ſmall) 
Plans, forms, connects, and governs all. 
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Let dotards Learning, then deride, 
Im ſafe, for Juſtice. muſt decide. 

Virtue now roſe, and oh! her tongue, 
What foft W on it hung; 
Till now I thought, from common fame, 
She, and Religion, were the {ame ; 
Nor could the difference ſcarce be ſeen, 
So like was their external mien; 


But now a cloſe, diſtinct ſurvey, 1 


tl 


Unfolds the latent ſprings which play; 


The dimpled cheek of ſmooth deceit, 


Her artful ſmiles with eaſe create; 
Her eyes a thouſand graces feign, 
While pride ſupports her ꝓompous train; 


Dear I was all her conſtant theme, 
And ſelf the end of every ſcheme. 

With florid fpeech, ſmooth Virtue ſtands, 
And thus pre-eminence demands z 


5 What's 
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What's fame, or wealth, or pleaſure's glee, 


If unconnected each with me? 

Tis I who ſweeten human life, 

I hate the baneful dregs of rife 3 
Tis I the happy medium know, 

Nor ſoar too high, nor fink too low 
That leflon's good, I prove it ſuch, 
Not to be righteous over-much ;” 
My paſſions keep an equal poiſe, 

I love the world, nor God deſpiſe ; 
Long have I learn'd that bleſſed art, 
To give them both an equal part 

J ſuit each taſte, each temper pleaſe, 
Enjoy my friends, and live at eaſe. 

Not that to Socrates, whoſe claim 

To Virtue, ſtands announc'd by Fame, 
I feel attach'd ; his precepts ſtern, 


My happier dulneſs ne' er could learn; 


The 
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The harſh, rough leſſons he conveys, 


1 mildly modify to pleaſe ;, 


Relax the rigid feature's frown, 

Till the looſe muſcle, melted down, 
Aſſumes a ſoſten'd ſmile, and charms 
The raptur'd votary to my arms. 

With phant prudence, caution ſure, 
And int'reſt firm, I live ſecure; 
Mark their beheſts, attend their call, 
And “ all things, thus become to all.” 
Intereſt, and eaſe, I ſtil purſue, 
Sigh if precluded from my view; 
Theſe to accompliſh, form my ſchemes,— 
And though a paradox it ſeems, 

L eaſe renounce, ſelf- love deny; 
Where meet occaſions call, comply, 
Bow with the courtier's ſupple knee, 


Or with the patriot's rant agrees 
oh Faſt 
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Faſt with dull Lent, with luxury live, 
Or to pale want, the pittance give: 


That well-known adage I revere, 
(It forms the helm by which ! Keer) 
That to ſecure a great deſign, 
Few ſacrifices we decline; 

| "That if the greater good we gain, 
The loſs of leſs we muſt fulain.z - | 
Forego ſome local, fond regard, 
Lo gain the ultimate reward: 
To ſmooth accommodation bland, u iel 
My warm affections wide expand; 
From him, as from a living law, 
My conſtant rules of life 1 draw; 
Paſſive to all, he all commends, 
Converts his foes to firmeſt friend: | 
Mere common-place opinions ſtarts | 
But draws the genuine from their heartsg f 


With 


With ſeeming frankneſs thus prepares— = n 
Then moulds his ſentiments to theirs 6 


His flexile energies employ d, 

In ſhifting round, from fide to ſide; 
Effect whate'er my wants deſire, 
And eaſe and competence acquire. 

So the arch gameſter, can decoy 
The bold, but inexperienc'd boy, 
Suſtain a trivial loſs, to cheer 
The ſtripling, in his mad career 
Till lowly drawn to deepeſt play, 

He turns the fortune of the day; 
Detach'd from honor's ſacred tie, 
Changes the cards, or cogs the die; 
Eaſes the booby of his care, 
And laughs to ſee the widgeon ſtare. 
The church and play-houſe I combine, 
Or in the pew, or boxes ſhine ; 


Join 
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Join the reſponſive ſolemn hum, 
Or bravo | roar, when operas come; 
Attend the table's decent grace, 
Or ſcandal talk, with ſimp'ring face; 
Cloſe with the houſhold prayer at night, 
Then down to cards, till davyns the light. 
Not ſo the men, for truth who dy d, 
With name of martyr dignified ; 
 Well-meaning, ſimple ſouls, no doubt, 
And in their awkward way, devout 3 
The line they drew, was far too nice, 
To mark ſmooth Virtue, from rough vice. 
So modern wights, to reaſon blind, 
Puff their vile noſtrums on mankind - 
Conſign to hell, in vulgar phraſe, 
The man who but a doubt betrays ; 


Unpoliſh'd knaves, whoſe brains are ſuch, 


The prelate's all- transforming touch 
| L Coutd 
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Could ſcarce imbue with common-ſenfe,— 
Yet theſe, to teach us make pretence ; 
Thunder, with clench'd, unhallow'd hands, 
The Bible's obſolete commands; 
That dogma, grating on my ear, 
(They bellow out, unaw'd by fear ;) 
The pravity and lapſe of man, | 
Which militate againſt my plan, 
What, muſt my Nature level lic 
With ſinners of the deepeſt die? 
Reaſon can never ſtoop to this, 
That ſure, unerring guide to bliſs; 
Works, merit, and rewards J love, 
And theſe my laxer views approve; 
For merit, ſays the learned preacher, 
Juſts ſuits our © dignity of Nature.” 
For me, 1 hate the mad extremes, 


Nurs'd by the fierce fanatic's dreams; 


* 
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The obvious boundaries I make 
For vice and Virtue, none miſtake 
+ TI blend with eaſe their fainter ſhades, 
Till each the other full pervades; 
Of the mixt maſs, myſelf avail, 
And draw it ſafe to Virtue's-ſcale 3 4 
Loſt to diſtinction's eye, I gain 
The follies, to my crowded train. 
The line thus drawn by art profound, 
Commences Virtue's obvious bound; 
The boundleſs EY comprehends 
Many, which vice embrac'd as friends; 
Vhile nought is vice but the diſgrace 
Which Nature ſhudders to embrace. 
Since, then, in merit I excel, 
"Dis juſt, that paramount I dwell. 
Pleaſure now roſe, a jovial blade, 
Whoſe port and mien his name betray' d; 


Each dimpled check the roſe outvies, 


While laughter revels in his eyes; The 


. . _ 
r 
_ 
\ Wo”? 8 a 
"kei 


( 164 ) 
The purple grapes, his brows entwine, 
Prompt emblem of the luſcious vine : 
Shall heaven, ſays he, our wants ſupply, 
Nor yet ſhall man thoſe gifts enjoy ? 
To mock us thus, heaven never meant, 
Or heaven had nc'er ſuch bounties ſent : 
Then ah ! how baſe are thoſe returns 
Man gives, when Nature's gifts he ſpurns. 
Not that mere reaſon, when apply'd, 
Can ſtem the ſtrength of Pleaſure's tide ; 
Th' impetuous ſtreams, which few can ſhun, 
Coeval with exiſtence run, 
Wind through each nerve their mazy courſe, 
And each fond paſſion feels their force. 
Pleaſure, the magnet which allures ! 
And votarics to her ſhrine ſecures ; 
Pleafure, the motive which irapels ! 


And all the panting boſom fwells! 


Who, 
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Who, when the pulſe of Pleaſure beats, 
Are torpid, Nature's law defeats ; 
Who, when the gale of Pleaſure blows, 
Inhale the breeze, with rapture glows. ' 
When haggard care's brown billows roll, 
And throw wild tumult o'er the ſoul, 
To me it flies for balmy eaſe, 
My potent power the ſtorm allays ; 
The genial languor I infuſe, 
Which ebullition's rage ſubdues, 
Like Lethe's ſoporific waves, 
The oily current gently laves 
Subtle, and flow, throagh all it creeps, 
And care in ſweet oblivion ſtceps ; 
My opiate powers bid grief depart, 
And ſtill the throbs which wring the heart. 

90 if dank vapours' murky train, 


Incumbent crowd upon the brain, 
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Ruſt the elaſtic ſprings, while ſpleen, 
(The friction of the nice machine) 
With dark, malignant force impedes, 
And laughter, wraps in gloomy ſhades ; 
Yet touch'd by me, young life it feels, 
Again the lubricated wheels 
With unembarraſs'd movements play, 
And give to mirth, unbounded ſway : 
Prompted to taſte the roſy bowl, 
New paſſions warm the drooping ſoul z 
Free, and more free, the ſpirits rite, 
And ſparkle from the glowing eyes; 
The nerves aſſume a ſprightlier tone, 
And claim convivial joy their own ; 
The blood no more with ng pains, 
Creeps curdling through the ſhrivelling veins, 
But, puſh'd with eaſy vigour, glides, 
And pours with bliſs its purple tides, 

Thus 
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Thus paramount my boundleſs ſway, 
And few reluctantly obey z | 
Fame will his trophies, glad, reſign, 
And couchant, bend to Pleaſure's ſhrine . 


Sick of ambition's mad career, 

He finds the bleſt aſylum here; 

Pomp's haughty creſt, he throws aſide, 
And drops the tow'ring plume of pride ; 
Prouder my humble ſlave to live, 

And hails the liberty I give. 

Learning too, quits her ſpeculation, 
And comes to me for diſſipation 
Unbends the bow, too cloſely bent, 
(Its tenſion by long effort ſpent,) 
Reſtores the loſt elaſtic ſpring, 

And ſtrengthens the relaxing ftring. 
To change the image; thus the brain 


Revives its energies again, 


Reſumes 
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Relumes its half-extinguiſh'd light, 
And feels young genius kindling bright; 
Invention's endleſs aden ales | 
Waſted by fancy's ſportive galesz 
Refines the judgement, forms the chaſte 
And all- correcting touch of taſte; 
Adds a new zeſt to ſtudious toils, 
And the dull, tedious hours beguiles 3 
Yet fraught with knowledge, I renew, 
He ſteals the prize, to pleaſure due. 

Riches for me reſigns his ſtore, 
And freely gives his glittering ore; 


Seduc'd by my tranſcendent charms, 


He ope's his purſe, and heart, and arms ; 


Such power the raging inſtin knows, 
To melt the breaſt, which av'rice froze. 
Religion, give her all her due, 


Indeed my triumphs here are few; 
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I ſing the ſyren-ſong in vain, 
Her deaf ear turns with cold diſdain ; 
If the firſt motion gently ſteals, 
Her fancy, and my form reveals ;, 
Though the ſoft impulſe Nature gave, 
She treats me * a treacherous knave; 
Checks the firſt moment of career, 
Yet turns th' averted eye with fear; 
For ſuch my power, herſelf will ſay, 
To conquer me, ſhe flies away. 

Beauty, with all her luring charms, 
Lies claſp'd in my reſiſtleſs arms; 
Love, when it wounds the human heart, 
To me owes all its pleaſing ſmart; 
I point the ſhaft with magic ſkill, 
And make the wounded boſom thrill ; 
Soft ſmiles, fond griefs, gay hopes that tower, 
Are ſymbols of my matchleſs power. 


Now 
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Now this I term the good ſupreme, 
And Juſtice ſhall enforce the claim. 
But Riches, who had long fat mute, 
Now roſe, to join the grand diſpute ; 
To view his deſpicable mien, 


His name might poverty have been; 
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But Wealth can varying aſpects wear, 


And this was call'd corroding care: 


His haggard looks proclaim his fears, 


7 

f The miſer in his face appears; 

| Diſtorted were his meagre jaws, 

j | While ſhook his more rapacious claws : 
Fetching a money-parting groan, 

| He ſpake with caution's frigid tone: 

| Rais'd hath each ſplendid ſtructure been, 
| But where's the baſis to be ſeen ? 


"Tis I the powerful pleader hold, 


'The charm infallible is gold; 
This, 
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This, when the hopeleſs Peet pines, 
And Delia mocks his vain deſigns, 
Touch'd with its ſure attractive charms, 
She yields, nor flies her lover's arms. 
When the coy nymph by age addreſt, 
Affrighted ſhuns his doting breaſt, 
Then I infuſe a ſoft' ning power, 
And melt her with a golden ſhow'r ; 
The joys of youth, no more ſhe prizes, 
But youth, bloom, beauty, ſacrifices. 
Fame too, would often feel diſgrace, 
But I ſupport his trembling baſe z 
And Learning, but for help of me, 
Would ſhew a ſcanty library 
To mount ſublime, in ragged ſtate, 
The tottering garret's awful height, 
Deſt with a ruſtlight's twinkling beam, 


Or dying embery ſqualid gleam : 


To 
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To reck the howling ſtorm's dread ſhock, 
And feel the ſtool beneath him rock ; 
To hear the death-watch faintly clink, 


Or eye the clouds through many a chink ; 
The trembling roof, the daſhing rain, 
Ard ſnuff the wind through every pane; 
Shudder if mice but pad the floor, 

Leſt catch-polls thunder at the door 
Watch with ſolicitude the thought, 
Ek'd out with pain, with dulneſs fraught ; 
Or ſee the ink, the pen retains, 

Freeze, er the virgin ſheet it ſtains 
Vacant, to twirl his thumbs with ſkill, 
Or gnaw, with very ſpite, the quill 
With meagre hunger doom'd to pine, 
Or once a week on offals dine; 
Half-ſtarv'd, to lucubrate the night, 

Or tir'd, half-doze til! dawns the light, 
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Then reel down ſtairs, with rueful mien, 
His eſſay, half-conceal'd, half-ſeen, 
Preſent the piece, the pittance crave, 
Nor half its trivial worth receive; 
(For if an author pine for meat, 
Him firſt the bookſeller will cheat:) 
Thus to go on in hungry ſtrife, 
And drag the lumb'ring load of life; 
If this 1s Learning { who the drudge, 


Though ſtung with envy's ſelf, wouid grudge ? | 


But if the poli{h'd taſte it pleaſe, 
Jo learn with dignity, and eaſe, 
I point the paths which ſcience gain, 
And teach without penurious pain. 
| Not with declamatory ſtrain, 
Alone, my title I maintain, 
If facts are more ſubſtantial found, 
I ſtand'on facts' dectfive ground; 
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Opponents boldly meet, nor fear 
My juſt precedency to clear; 
If Fame, his right from truth derives, 
Which the dread wrecks of time ſurvives, 
I too, can make the ſame appeal, 
And ſtubborn facts will ſure prevail ; 
Then not 2 caſe adduc'd has been, 
But full in point for me is ſcen: 
When kings, for conqueſt, hoſts prepare, 
I am the ſinews of the war; 
If dubious battles {till prevail, 
Thrown in, I turn the hov'ring ſcale; 
Or when a nation meets diſgrace, 
I purchaſe honorable peace; 
What (while the chief for glory burns) 
The cumb'rous wheel of empire turns, 
Impels the complicated ſ prings, 


And moves the vaſt machine, for kings? 


1 
"Tis Riches ; hat preſerves the health 
Of civil ſtates, but ſtable Wealth? 
What, when derang d the chain of power, 
The broken ſyſtem can reſtore, 
Explore the cauſe, evolve the maze, 
And every link connect with eaſe, 
Support the pillars of the ſtate, 
And found the fabric, face as fate? 
Tis Riches ;—what forbids the riſe 
Of a near ſtate, once powerful, wiſe, 
A ſtate, e' en Britain muſt revere ? 
(Britain, who never knew to fear!) 
The want of Riches ;—look at France, 
To Europe, leading freedom's dance 
Say, what the mighty, moving cauſe 
Which now ſubverts her ancient laws, 
Fans liberty's inſtinctive flame, 


And makes tremendous deſpots tame? 
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The want of Riches—debts unpaid, 


Lax finances, and loſs of trade, 
The batter'd conſtitution fed, 


'Then pull'd the fabric on her head. 


While all my foes, when ſeeming great, 
The boaſt and grandeur of a ſtate, 
Their power but inſtruments I call 

Of mine—I form the ſpring of all: 

The latent pilot, who preſides ; 


The helm, who all its motions guides, 


Stamps full efficience on each deed, 


Wiſe kings, or ſenates, have decreed. 

To Juſtice, now, I leave my cafe, 

Aſſur'd all's mine, if right takes place. 
Here Riches ceas'd to plead his cauſe, 

And now enſu'd a general pauſe, 

Till, riſing from her brighter ſeat, 

Religion clos'd this fam'd debate 


Soft 
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Soft was her unaffected mien, 
Calm her addreſs, her looks ſerene; 
Yet, magnanimity, and worth, 
Proclaim her of illuſtrious birth ; 
From heaven ſhe came, her native ſoil, 
Heaven beam'd in each celeſtial ſmile ; 
Her face was exquiſitely bright, 
Her eyes reflect effulgent light ; 
Her lips exhale the balmy ſpice, 
While muſic raviſh'd in her voice ; 
Her ſnowy veſt, which radiant flow'd, 
Her ſpotleſs innocency ſhew'd ; 
Augult her port, ſupremely great, 
With more than majeſty replete z 
Faith, hope, and love, her throne ſuſtain, 
While all the graces form'd her train; 
And now the goddeſs filence broke, 
Conviction follow'd all ſhe ſpoke ; 

M 'Tis 
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"Tis mine to renovatethe heart, 
And heaven's momentous truths impart; |  -.- 
My ſalutary di ctates tend Nun 


To lead, where joys hall never end; 

Man has a vaſt, eapacious mind, ft n 4. 
Immortal, moral, unconſinn di 

Now, when wrong objects point the way, 
Caprice and paſſion madly ſway.z - 

But can caprice (though none diſcloſe 

The ſource from which her wild ſtream flows, 
Produce, detach'd from — | 

Peace to the reſtleſs mind of man; 

Convey the current through life's mac, 

And freeze, or make it flow with eaſe * 

No—but — bluſterer, Fame, 

And Honor, each an empty name; 

Learning is goqd in every ſtation, 

When kept in due ſubor dination 
«iT 7 Bt 


C wa } 

But when it turns Religions fo, 
It ſerves, but to.enkance-our Foo dit n ff 
The head with knowledge is ſupply d, 
The heart remains a craving voi. 
Pleaſure, thaw origin of ills, 9 | ro V/ 
Whoſe luſcious poiſoa viee-inſtila, | | -{, +-() 
By thee, is drawn the unwaryi youth. | 1 1 
A victim from the paths of trutliij 
Though others boaſt their thouſands ſlan, 
Ten thouſands wear thy fatal chain 
What though the feſtive board is thine, 

And goblets ſwim with ſparkling wine 
What though nocturnal banquets ſire, 

And beauty ſtimulates deſire: 10 
Yet, true it is, diſeaſe and pain rid T 
Compoſe thy peſtülential trains 
And ſcatter fire-brands, arrows, d eat, 
Like the blue plague's infectious breatg gn 
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So, oft amidſt the myrtle bower,  / 


Wreath'd round with many a blooming flower, 


Where forms groteſque the leaves pervade, 
From chequer'd tints of light and ſhade z 
Where the fond eye with rapture roves 
Oer the ſoft ſcenes, and fragrant groves z 
If fate the ſtraying hand ape, | 

To cull the roſe, or pluck the bells, 

A ſerpent (whoſe terrific hue, 

By ſpreading foliage hid from view). 
Inſtant unfolds his hideous train, 

Nor rears his riſing ereſt in vain, 

But ſhoots th' envenom'd bane around, 
Or leaves it lurking in the wound; 

Pale, ſhrinking from the dreadful ſpot, 
He, rueful, wails his hapleſs lot, 

Flies the ſeducing, ſoft retreats, 

Where poiſons mix with balmy ſweets. 


* 
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Virtue, thou ſmooth, enamelbd cheat, 
Infatuating, ſoft deceu, 
*Tis thine to apeReligion's part, 
And faſcinate the hitthan heart; 
Thy ſpecious looks, thy melting ſighs, 
Are affeQtation's deep diſguiſt; 
Thy gifts, thy prayers, which RY flow, 
Are all a mere external: how. 

But what, combin'd, is all your power ? | 
Religion's teſt's a dying hour! 
Ah! what avails.each ſpecious name; 
When death puts in his rigid claim? 
Can riches purchaſe fleeting breath, 
Or bribe inexorable death? 
Can Pleaſure's baits protract his ſtay, . 
Or charm. the tyrant from his prey ? 
Can Learning ever form a plan, 
To lengthen life's contracted ſpan?; 
Can 
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Can Medicine's power elude his ſkill, 


And ſnatch from death its patient ſtill 7 - _ 
Can Fame repel the tyrant's dart, 

And bid the ghaſtly king depart ?- 
Can Virtue meet him as ſhe ought? 
Ah ! no—ſhe trembles at the thought: 
"Tis I to meet him boldly durſt, ch ttz 
And calmly bid him do his worſt; 

With ſmiles his dreadful form ſurvey, , 

And long to drop this houſe of clay; 
Faith ſees it, evidence more bright. 
And ſtruggles to be loſt in ſighhlt; 
Hope, fluſſr d with expeQation high, 3 
Pants to diſſolve in boundleſs, jop; 


While Love, that pure, extatic flame, 


Anticipates the bliſs fupreme, ch ria 


Expands her pinions, gaſps to riſc, 


And re- aſcend her native ſkies; 
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There, with her great, immortal ſire 
To reign, when worlds diſſolve in fire, 

And ſyſtems, fundsrecd ſtars expire. 


Then echo, Fame, thy conqueſts round, 
In me alone, true Fame is found 
Knowledge immenſe, abſtract, divine, 

In all its plenitude, is mine; 
Pleaſures conſummate, crowd my train, 
Eternal as their author's reign; 
Eſſential Virtue owns my ſway, 
While reaſon beams with pureſt ray; 
Riches exhauſtleſs crown the ſtore, 
Immortals cannot with for more; 
Learning, Wealth, Pleaſure, Virtue, Farne, 
Religion's followers juſtly claim. 
Religion ſtopp'd; for now, appall'd, 
Each rival had his doom foreſtall'd ;— 


When 
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( 184 ) 
_—_ Juſtice ſmil'd—and, with delight, 
Pronounc'd Religion only right. 
With modeſt air, Religion bow'd, 
Then left the vain, tumultous crowd : > 
J too, exulted, at the juſt deciſion, — 


When lo! Lean found 'ewas all a Viſion! 


FINIS. 


